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I Hear you quite hither —buſh—hulh, 
I ſay. Be compoſed ; be calm; 
don't put yourſelf ; in ſuch a paſſion.— 
How] what! my name Prefixed toa con- 
founded French panpblet, and be calm [— 
Not ſo loud, Sir; if you pleaſe; why | 
ſhould) you be angry, before you know whe- 
ther the ſubject be worth your reſentment? ? 
Of what are you ſo very apprehenſive ? Of 
compliments and commendations ? Oh, 
fie! Friendſhip never employs the lan- 
guage of Aattery. Shall I go to repeat, 
after all the world, that the goodneſs of 
your heart acquir@ you as many friends, as 
the ſuperiority of your genius and talents 
degets you admirers? Not I, indeed, 1 
leave that to others. But.. 
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Bur, why, then, dedicate your lues to 
Me? Patience, and 1 will tell you. T0 
give you, Sir, a public proof of my ſin- 
cere eſteem, of my affectionate, moſt af- 
fectionate, friendſhip: to give you thanks 
for your reciprocal inclination to cultivate 
| itz * and perhaps alſo to pleaſe my own 
| vanity. T hat fell. love, which lies lurk- 
ing in our hearts, often influences our 
i actions, when we are leaſt aware of it. 
If my performance ſhould be thought 
: cold and inſipid, it will of courſe be 
| thrown aſide, and condemned to be tranſ- 
ferred from bookſeller to bookſeller, . as as 
mere ſtock | in trade, to poſterity., By. good 
luck, however, ſome, future owner may 
poſſibly bruſh off the dy b and, at ſeeing 
your Name, be ſurpriſed to find the whole 
edition on his hands. How $ 299; ? will 
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he ſays. the abihor a friend to the cele- 
brated GA RLE! ſo much careſſed in his 
OO — ws admired anten 


ere. 


> Innes Red _ a block.- 
head 1 Nothing however is impoſlible; 
and yet, tho*-the work may not be capi- 
tal, there muſt be ſome merit in it, if 
the writer was a friend of Mr. Garrick. 
This conſideration will induce him to 
read it; and, it is probable that, in order 
to ſhew he has a better taſte than his an- 
ceſtors, he will admire it, puff it off, and 
bring it into faſhion; ſo that, two or three 
hundred years hence, I may be indebted 
to you for the ſucceſs of SANCERRE'S 
LETTess, and even the reputation of 
being a tolerable writer: ſhew yourſelf, 
then, diſcreet and moderate; don't make 
" mn | a-great 
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Paris, Monday, Nov. 2, 17 

1 Expetted your anſwer. with impa- 

tience; thinking it would bring me in- 
formation of an happy: change in the diſ- 

7 poſitions of that worthy relation, who 
ſhews ſo much politeneſs. and obſtinacy i in 
his endeavours to ruin your ſiſter. In- 
deed, my dear Count, I'am very angry 
with him; this diſagreable and intereſt- 
ing -buſineſs hath; already kept you the 7 
whole autumn in Brittany, and perhaps 

Vor. 5 B _ 4...) 
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may detain you all the winter. Vou owe 
your beſt advice to your ſiſter, and your 
good offices to your nephews: this ſacri- 
fice of your time and pleaſures is truly 
generous; I approve. of it; though it 
prevents my ſeeing you. : | 

I ſay this to, myſelf with regret and 
even chagrin ; having never ſo eagerly 
_defired your company. And yet, if you 
aſk me why I profeſs I cannot tell. I 
have no bulineſs on my hands; am in no 
wiſe embaraſſed, at leaſt that I know; I 
perceive, nevertheleſs, that you could be 
uſeful to me; ah! when indeed can a 
4 * friend be uſeleſs? 

The Marquis de Montalais is at length 
reſtored to his acquaintance, who ardently 
- wiſhed his return. M. and Madam de 


neee the Count de Fiennes, 


. 
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and Madam de Martigues, have made 
entertainments on his arrival; and I 
doubt not he is deſerving of thoſe ſenti- 
ments he inſpires. Adieu. Give my 
moſt affectionate compliments to your 
amiable ſiſter, and tell her ſne ought to 
be very well ſatisfied with me. I deny 
myſelf the pleaſure of writing to her, be- 
cauſe I would not interrupt her preſent 
moments of agreable leiſure. 
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L SHALLruſt you with alittle ſecret, 
that hath given riſe here to great hopes. 
M. de Meri, who was ſo fully deter- 
mined to marry Madam de Miranda to 
his ſlovenly pupil, begins to recede from 
; the prepoſſeſſion he hath ſo long enter- 
tained for him. The friends of the Count 
de Termes get about the good old man, 
and aſk why he will perſiſt in afflicting 
his beloved neice? They humour, and 
ſolicit him; in the mean time, the Cheva- 
lier de Termes ſees, amuſes, and pleaſes 
him; every thing ſeems in a fair way 
for the completion of the wiſhes of 'two 
I very eſtimable perſons. Madam de Mar- 
_- tigues gives herſelf a world of trouble, 

E RI a and 
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and the Count de Rent is intereſted 
greatly, in the affair. Termes himſelf 
runs backwards and forwards, is pleaſed 
and vexed, hopes and fears, laughs and 
cries, twenty, times in a day. So ſincere a 
friend and affectionate a lover, affects and 
intereſts every one in his favour; all are 
engaged to wiſh his happineſs. My at- 
tachment to Madam de Miranda fixes my 
attention upon an event, on which her 
fortune and felicity depend. 
The proſpect of this marriage gives 
much pleaſure to Count de Piennes. If 
once one- of the three charming widows, 
ſays he, ſubmits again to the yoke, the | 
two others will certainly follow her 5 
example; Madam de Martigues will come 
to a determination, and her hand and 
heart will at laſt be mine. The ſucceſfs 
a . Bg of 
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of Count de Piennes in this particular 
would give a real ſatisfaction to all his 
friends; if Madam de Martigues would 
take my advice, ſne would marry him 
and make him happy. But, with regard 
to my entering into new engagements, 
my friend, I think leſs of it now than 
„„ N 
The Marquis de Montalais, is arrived; 
but I told you that before. Do you hear 
any thing of Madam du Lugei? I ſhall 
ſurprize you; we have quarrelled, yes, 
downright quarrelled. I know not why 
that woman takes upon her to regulate 
my conduct and chooſe my friends: tired 
out with her lectures, therefore, I return 
no more of her tedious and difagreable 
viſits. I will give you leave, my dear 
Count, to chide me a little now and then; 
Po "Ne but 
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but don't you ſet up for an arbiter be- 
tween us, and above all don't take it 
into your head to reconcile us. Adieu. 
I have executed all your commiſſions. : 
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Vous 1 frequently ſee the Marquis de 


Montalais, I ſup with him almoſt every 


evening, My God! you are in the 
right; that man is an enchanter ; he en- 
gages, amuſes, ſeduces every body; he 
hath reanimated our pleaſures, and is the 
delight of our little ſociety. Entreated, 
preferred, careſſed, he preſerves, not- 
withſtanding, that modeſty by which he 
is ſo advantageouſly diſtinguiſhed ; a rare 
quality in a man that's agreeable; and 
not only rare, but very poſſibly danger- 
ous. | . 
Madam de Martigues cannot conceive 
how ſhe can have ſurvived ſix months 
without ſeeing M. de Montalais ; ſhe is 
= atten- 
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attentive to, admires, and applauds every 
thing he ſays; is deſirous all the world 
ſhould be charmed with his converſation ; 
and is ſeriouſly angry when any body 
preſumes to differ from him. The Count 
de Piennes views him in the ſame light, 
and ſays as ſhe does: the moſt agreable 
reception, the moſt flattering: encomiums 
laviſhed on the Marquis, give not the 
leaſt umbrage to a lover, at once jealous 
and unhappy! Does not this appear to 
you very ſingular and aſtoniſhing ? 
The perſon, you mention with ſo much 
warmth, is entirely unknown to me. I 
was ignorant that my mother had a rela- 
tion married in Brittany, and am perſuad: 
ed ſhe herſelf knew nothing of it. 
If Madam de Kerlanes is of the houſe | 
of Eſtelan, a family dear to me on many 
accounts, 
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accounts, Iam ready to fulfil your * 
and if two thouſand louis will facilitate 
the ſettlement of Mademoiſelle de Ker- 
lanes, I conſent with all my heart, to give 
her that ſum, _ 
But what a narrative have you given 
me of this affair? Nothing can be more 
falſe; I am not in poſſeſſion of the family 
eſtate of the houſe of Eſtelan; it was 
transferred. to other hands long before I 
was born, It is true, the laſt Count of 


that name left me the fortune he brought 


from Martinico; z but the Marſhal de 
Tende did not influence him to appoint 
me his «niver/al legatee : the great eſtate 
of M. d'Eſtelan did not form the bonds 
which united me to the Marſhal's 
nephew, That affectionate relation de- 
ſigned me for M. de Sancerre at a time 
3 when 
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white my fortune was * moderate, 


and I had no proſpect of ſo conſiderable 


an inheritance. I owe an entire juſtifica:- 
tion to the memory of the Marſhal de 
Tende ; whoſe generous friendſhip: for 
me made him deſirous to ſee me his 
neice. He wiſhed for my happineſs, and 
imagined he had taken. the proper means 
to ſecure ir. The ill ſucceſs of his en- 
deavours hath not in the leaſt diminiſhed 
my gratitude; and I ſhall ever recollect 
with ſorrow, that it was not in my * 
to convince him of it. | 
Undeceive Madam de Kerlanes, there- 
fore, undeceive her, I beg of you. 
My mother's brother voluntarily ap- 
pointed me his heireſs; I ſhall inform 
you of his motives for diſinheriting his 


8225 0 I proteſt to you that nobody 


influenced 
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— him to ſign that act of reſent- 
ment; which was juſt in his opinion, 
though raſh in mine. As a relation to 
Madam de Kerlanes, I conceive I owe 
her nothing; but as being more highly 
favoured by fortune, I think I. owe her 
my aſſiſtance, and ſhall take a pleaſure i in 
obliging her. Madam de Mariadek 
% may ſpare; her preſſing ſolicitations : in- 
digence is with me the ſtrongeſt recom- 
mendation. I imagined the ſiſter of the 
Count de Nance knew - me well enough 
to think ſo. | 

. Madam de Mitanda is jult & going out, 
the deſires me to thank you for your af- 
fectionate wiſnes. Her hopes increaſe 
every moment. Madam de Themines 
is juſt come in, gay, charming and beau- 
tiful; lle has an 2 hundred things to tell 
ns LW ou; 
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0 ſo let her write them down and I'll 


incloſe her gazette in my letter. Adieu, 
my friend: I am melancholy, and know 
not why. The Marquis de Montalais i is 


at Verkilles, ſo that 1 cannot execute 
your commiſſion with regard to him. 
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= you had juſt received, I find, a 
letter from Madam du Lugei when you 
laſt wrote to me. The politeneſs of your 
expreſſions could not hide the ſpirit which 
dictated them, nor efface the aſperity of 
my cenſorious relation. But I muſt be- 
gin with telling you, that I utterly de- 
ſpiſe that kind of prudence on which that 
lady piques herſelf; every ſpecies of af- 
fectation is odious to me. I will reply 
to your obſervations, however, juſt as if 
the Marchioneſs du Lugei had not pre- 
vailed on you to communicate hers. 
Lou are right in the cenſure you paſs on 
is levity of my friend Madam de Mar- 
tigues; exact in her morals as inconſiderate 
in 


Counteſs de A AN 5 FR RE, 15 


in her behaviour, ſhe negletts, perhaps, 
too much to ſecure every body's good 
opinion: ſhe diſdains to lay herſelf under 
any reſtraint, to prevent the malicious con- 
ſtructions which may be put on her diſ- 
courſe, or the falſe conjectures which her 
conduct may ſome times ſeem to give room 
for. Her notions are frequently wild and 
fooliſh ; ſhe is too lively, too much bent 
on doing exactly what ſhe likes, or what 
affords her amuſement. Thus, for ex- 
_ ample, her whim of making trial of Count 
de Picnne$. has laſted too long. A mar- 
riage agreed on, delayed, broke off; 
quarrels, reconciliations ; a lover diſmiſ- 
ſed, recalled, admitted, and rejected half 
a ſcore times in two years; all this is cer- | 
tainly very odd-; this lover ſtill remains 
attached to her, bears with her caprices; 
1 can 
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can a man thus al. treated ſupport it with 
Patience 2 This affronting queſtion was 
certainly ſuggeſted by Madam du 
Lugei; ſhe is the only perſon who ad- 
mires the patience of a man, who in fact 
Eo has none at all ; who is perpetually come 


= plaining, _ continually, tormenting the 
= friends, and relations of Madam de Mar- 
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BY tigues; who engages every body he meets 
Y . with to ſpeak for him, and perhaps de- 
fees by his exceſſive importunity, the 
moment that might be favourable to his 
IJ BL. ooo better? 7 | 
Indeed, my dear * Madam de 
Martigues is cruelly injured by any one 
who dares to ſuſpect her of the leaſt cri- 
minal weakneſs ſatisfied with the teſti- 
mony of her own heart, with the pro- 
found un of her lover, and with the 
eſleem 
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eſteem of her friends, ſhe my eaſily con- 
ſole herſelf, for having raiſed doubts, fears, 
and diſquieting ideas in the mind of the 
Marchioneſs du Lugei. This lady is ſo- 
full of pretenſions, that ſhe would have 
the whole world employed as ſhe would 
direct. The abſurdity of Madam de 
Martigues hurts her, does ſhe ſay? No, 
no. It is not that which hurts her. She 
envies her the numerous circle, which her 
amiable diſpoſition and agreable conver- 
ſation bring about her. But I am inter- 
rupted, it is ſhe: it is this dangerous 
companion; ſhe, whom I prefer to all 
others. We are going out together, —-I 
ſhall finiſh wy letter after ſupper, | 
Midnight, 

Not to return, my dear Count, to a 
diſagreable ſubject, I would Put an end 
Vor. I. C to 
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to it at once, and only repeat to you 
what I have ſaid an hundred times to 
Madam du Lugei. The opinion of 
_ - others ſhall never govern my ſentiments: 
my own heart is to -me the ſupreme 
judge. If Madam de Martigues is ſo 
unhappy as to be the ſubject of ſuſpi- 
cions, 1 ſhall be truly ſorry for it, Ik now 
not any thing that will conſole me in ſuch | 
a circumſtance; but I ſhall not ceaſe 
therefore to viſit aſſiduouſſy my friend: 

on the contrary, I had rather run the 
riſk of ſharing an unjuſt cenſure, than 

to give credit to it, or» propogate it, by 

keeping at a diſtance. It would not be 
the firſt time in my life that, ſacrificing 
my intereſt to my principles, I have been 
the object of the miſtaken cenſure of thoſe 
-fort of people, whole attention is always 


* * 
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fixed on the buſineſs of others. How 

many idle ſpectators do we daily hear de- 
termine raſhly on what they ſee, and till 

more raſhly on what they do not ſee. 
At a time when every one was againſt 
me; when I paſſed both at city and court, 
as proud, captious and inſolent; for a 
melancholy, capricious, inſuſceptible-and 
haughty woman; incapable of living 
with the beſt-tempered of huſbands, by 
whom I was loved and adored ! Madam 
de Martigues was the only perſon who 
judged favourably of me. Her friend- 
ſhip for me gave her penetration; ſhe 
diſcovered in me ſuch qualities, as thoſe 
W not know me, ventured to deny 
She often came to ſhare my retire- 
ment, and quitted, for my ſake, that 
world ſhe ſo much loved. She procured 
8 1 me 
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me friends, and informed all hers that T 
underwent ſome ſecret inquietudes. She 
prevailed on Madam de Miranda to come 
to live with me: ſhe boldly defended my 
underſtanding, my heart, and my charac- 
ter; and ſhall 1 behave leſs generouſly 
towards, her? No, moſt aſſuredly I will 
not. Not that I am in a ſituation to 
diſplay my gratitude to her; that I hope 
will never be. Excepting the Marchio- 
neſs du Lugei,. nobody. forms any inju- 
rious doubts concerning the conduct of 
Madam de Martigues, and I can ſafely 
viſit my friend without diſagreable ap- 
PDrebenſions, to poiſon the delight I take in 

her company. The Marquis de Monta- 
ais returns to-morrow, and will ſup 
When 1 will ſpeak to him of the perſon 
you Have taken under your Protection. 

and 
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and as the Marquis is very obliging, I am 
certain of the ſucceſs of my negotiation. 
You aſk me what he ſays, and how he be- 
haves? Why, he ſpeaks well and be- 
haves better; every body admires, every 
body approves him. He is indeed a lit- 
tle thoughtful ; but ſo he was laſt win- 
ter, Madam de Martigues pretends to 
know the reaſon of it. For the firſt 
time in her life, ſhe ſits ſtil} and holds 
her tongue ſhe is, in this, impenetrable; 
not but that the keeping this ſecret coſts 
her a good deal; ſhe is greatly taken up 
with it; and even without being aſked, 
cries out, I won't tell you, 

Madam de Miranda and I are con- 
ſtantly looking out for ſome defects in 
this amiable Marquis: the Count de Pien- 
nes maintains that his couſin is perfect. 


0 3 Paerfes 
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Perfets. cries Madam de Miranda; we. 
cannot ſuffer thats, never ſhall we admit 
that any man can be perfect. We are 
both intent on our examination of the 
Marquis, and ſhall communicate to you 
our diſcoveries. His figure is really fine, 
graceful and noble: it is beſt for us to 
reſolve not to attack him here] But his 
underſtanding mult be very acute, if he 
s able to conceal from us the weakneſs of 
his heart. Adieu, my dear . Count.— 

What a letter! Is it poſſible I can a have 
vatten. all this L 
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one is not naturally of a capricious and 


You are doubtleſs in the right, It 


4 


unc ven temper, one ought to know the 


principle of all one's ſentiments; one 


ought not to ſay, J. am melancholy, and | 


| know not why, 
But, my friend, one may become by 


habit what one is not by nature. lam 


grown quite ill-humoured; poſitively ill- 


humoured; I am tired of company, 
frighted at ſolitude, and diſpleaſed with 


every thing. 


Tou aſk me what it is that can diſturb * 


the calm of my ſoul? Really nothing. 
But then its calm is as dreadful as a tem- 


-. ; at leaſt ſoit ſeems to me. The foul 
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requires either to be agitated with acute 
pains, or exquiſite pleaſures. © If the 
ſenſe of the one, or the charm of the 
other, preſs not the ſprings of action, its 
Now and feeble emotions leave us in a 
ſtate of languor and inactivity. Deſtitute 
of inclinations and deſires, we barely 
exiſt; but do not enjoy our exiſtence. 
Every object becomes indifferent to us, 
and this indifference begets that kind of 
anxiety which, of all the evils of life, is 
the moſt 3 


| Whoſe gloomy b ſaddens all the ſeene, 
Shades ey v'ry flow'r, and darkens ey Try green. 
| * 5 Eloiſa t to Abelard. 


1 have been theſe three Gaye: at Nouilli : 

here my fiſter does not help to brighten 
up my reflections: becauſe ſhe was born 
1 5 55 a 5 two 
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two and twenty years before me. She 
affects to make me adopt her opinions; 
but when ſhe begins to lecture I fall aſleep. 
Madam de Martigues came to enquire 
after me yeſterday : ſhe writes me word 
that the Marquis de Montalais hath dif- 

appeared : nobody ſees him, meets with 
him, or knows where to find him. She 
talks a deal of nonſenſe on this ſubject. 
She has a mind to inform me; to truſt 
me; not that any thing has Been ſaid, but 
ſhe gueſſed it: to be ſure nothing engages 
her Yo filence; ſhe has promiſed, how- 
ever, to ſay nothing about it; but to me, 
to hide it from me. And then ſhe pro- 
_ teſts ſhe will not ſpeak @ word of the mat. 
| ter, You ſee the ſecret is juſt ready to 
come out. Is it true that the Marchio- 

neſs 
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neſs de Montalais is ugly? So very ugly? 
Good God, what an odd match! 

Fou deſired our verſes; I have there- 
fon ſent them; but take care what judg- 
ment you paſs on them: for if you think 
them wretched, we ſhall hardly allow you 
to have common ſenſe ; and if you praiſe 
them, Madam de Martigues will ſay, 
Poor Count! the country hath already 
<« ſpoiled his taſte.” Adieu. 


- 
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LETTER VI. 


I + HAVE * now 3 of a —_ 
exquilite pleaſure: Madam de Miranda is 
at length reconciled to her mother's weal- 
thy brother. He dined here, and deſired 
the Count de Termes might be invited. 
Every thing is agreed on and ſettled. 
The honeſt, the worthy M. de Meri gives 
bis neice thirty thouſand livres per annum, 
down ; and ſecures her two thirds of his 
effects at his death. I ſhall not however 
loſe the pleaſure of her company; Termes 
conſents to accommodate himſelf in the 
pavillion, which uſed to be occupied by 
M. de Sancerre: it is large and may 
eaſily be divided into two commodious 
rte. As poſitively do not 
me an 
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mean to change my — all chat 
ide of the houſe is ufeleſs to me. 

"0 * — is fixed for the middle of 
next month. The old lady de Termes 
is delighted with the match; of which 
ſhe is vaſtly deſirous. She gives nothing 

indeed to her grandſon, but ſhe inter- 
| teres in every thing; and what with 
reizing the mercers, plaguing the jewel - 
lers, and quarrelling with the work - people, 
in which it is by no means impoſſible to 
diſoblige five or ſix of her relations, ſhe 
is 3 pleaſed and amuſes . 
2 well. 

M. de Montalais agrees to receive the 
young officer you recommended; and 
has probably written to you on that head. 
Well, without exaggeration, his wife is 
Oy ugly. L was abſolutely on the 


point 
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point of ſereaming out, at ſight of her 
picture yeſterday at Madam de Com- 
minges. It muſt be confeſſed that pa- 
rents are ſometimes very cruel! To com- 
pel ſo amiable a man to marry ſuch an 
ugly rich heireſs againſt his will! And 
yet he behaves to her with ſo much re- 
ſpect that ſhe ſeems to have been the 
object of his choice. 

That woman is W my dear n 


hei is truly happy. How different hath _ 


been my fate to hers, though full as 
rich, younger and much more obliged in 
perſon to nature! But I will not burthen 
my mind with theſe refledtions. They 
really affliet me. Adieu. 


LET. 
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1 "OU defire me to communicate our 
remarks on the Marquis de Montalais; 
and this requeſt you enforce with an ear- 
neſtneſs that ſurprizes | me. To tell you 
the truth we have as yet made but little 
progreſs in our. obſervations.” Madam 
de Miranda | is too much taken up, in 
ec iving the congratulations of her 
friends, in ſharing the j Joy, and partaking 
the tranſports of her paſſionate lover, to 

be able to pay attention to any thing elſe. 
For my own. part, whoſe heart is un- 
moved, and remains an unaffected ſpec- 
tator in the midſt of a ſociety, agitated 
by ſo many various intereſts, I may per- 
. be ned to judge without par- 
nts of gnney 
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tiality of the ſeveral individuals who com- 
poſe it. I think exactly the ſame of M. 
de Montalais as I thought laſt winter. 
He is a dangerous man. One in whom 
the moſt uncommon qualities of mind 
are united to a fine figure; whoſe deli- 
cacy of ſentiments hath never been de- 
baſed by groſs and tranſitory paſſions, by 
vicious and libertine attachments, ca- 
pable of deſtroying the very ſprings of 
ſenſibility ; one who fo well diſcharges 
his duty, diſplays fo much goodneſs and 
humanity; who is juſtly diſtinguiſhed in 
in public, fo dear to his friends and rela- 
tions. Yes, the Marquis de Montalais, 
I-think a dangerous man. His temper 
is ſo even; he hath underſtanding, abili- 
ties, vivacity 5 4 voice ſo ſweet; ſuch 
fine hair! So noble a mien, and a ſmile 
on ſo 
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CN FMINg. * E my friend, indeed a 
woman of. ſuſceptibility ought to ſhut 
her door againſt fo dangerous an intru- 
der; mine, perbaps, would not be open 
to him, if he were ſingle. 
Baut aſter all, who knows if theſe ſe- 

ductive external accompliſnments do not 
cover a deceitful mind, a cunning head 
and cruel heart! I have been taught, by 
early and woful experience, to diſtruſt 
even characters of the moſt eſtabliſhed 
reputation. I have examined into ſome 
of theſe admired perſonages, and found 
them very little worthy. of my eſteem : 

' you perhaps are the only one whole ſen- 
timents, always conſiſtent with your con- 
duct, never gave me reaſon to change 
the opinion firſt given me of 11 diſ- 
9 and character.. 
„ 1 don't. 


4 
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I don't underſtand why you {till keep 
talking to me of the deſigns of Madam 
de Valence; © her nephew is rich, good. 
natured, ſenſible, charming! Well and 
what then? What is all this to me? I 
ſhall have nothing to ſay to him. My 
liberty is dear to me, even more dear to 
me than ever: I prize it, I delight in it; 
ic makes me happy.—Happy! And am I 
then happy? For the firſt time in my 
life, my friend, 1 experience that it is in 
the power of the molt vague and unſettled 
deſires to throw diſguſt on pleaſures we 
actually poſſeſs. bf mo 

. There is Madam de Miranda, for in- 
ae beautiful as an angel, and tender 
as Aſtrea; yet is ſhe negligently reclined 
on her cuſhion. I propoſed her writing 
to you. I can, ſays ſhe, Shall I write 
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for you? Ay, do. What ſhall I ſay to him? 
Ob, any thing you pleaſe. Now it pleaſes 
me to give you an aſſurance of her indo- 
lence and friendſhip. 1 

Termes is at Chantilly with Gem 
W Themines and the Marquis de 
Montalais; you may gueſs the cauſe of 
Madam de Miranda's indolence; for 
theſe two days our fociety has been in- 
ſupportable. Madam de Martigues 
coughs, the Count de Piennes hob- 
bles, Madam de Themines ruminates, 
my ſiſter grumbles, her huſband ba wle, 
Saint Maigrin ſchemes, his. brother 
ogles, the old Marſhal tells ſtories, his 
neice pouts, Dupleſiis lies,. Miranda 

20 and fal aſleep. 
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Yo U are ſurpriſed; greatly ſurpriſed a 
at ſome expreſſions in my letters; and 
ſtill more ſurpriſed at my having ſaid, in 
ſpeaking of the Marchioneſs de Monta- 
lais, that my lot has been very different 
from hers. No huſband, you think, could 
bave a more tender regard for his wife than 
the Count de Sancerre; and if an incon- 
ceivable anti pati had not blinded me to 
bis merit, I ſhould never have preferred 
my reſidence at Mondelis to the pleaſure 
of making happy an amiable man, by 
whom I was-paſſi onately loved. 

Loved! I loved! paſſi onately loved! 
Alas, my dear Count, you are far from 
being able to conceive how much this re- 
Ew Re D. 2. _ © proactu 
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proach afflifts me: what a deep, though 
concealed, wound it may cauſe again to 
_ Time, friendſhip, diſſipation, and 

a ſmall portion of- philoſophy have re- 
ſtored my ſerenity of mind; but without 
effacing the marks of thoſe cruel ſtabs my 
heart received during the courſe of that 
union, which RENE fo RPA de- 
ſigned. | 
Have you found me | theſe four years 
paſt, uneven, or capricious, in my tem- 
per ? Am I incapable of tenderneſs, gra- 

tude and affection? Is my diſpoſition 
| ſubject to change? Have you perceived 
any inconſtancy i in my conduct, or diver- 
ſity in my inelinations ? Why then ſhould | 
the Count de Sancerre alone have expe- 
rienced my caprices ? Ought not my be- 
haviour with regard to others, to have 
4 8 2 given 
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given you ſome cauſe for reflection; z to 
have made you diſcover a ſtriking con- 
trariety between my natural way of 
thinking and acting, and that diſpoſition 
which the world hath been pleaſed to 
impute to me? You love and efteem me, 
and yet your prejudices ſtill ſubſiſt! You 
believe that I, who am attentive ta the 
happineſs of every one about me, could 
yet make my huſband miſerable! On 
what account then do 1 Penn your | 
eſteem? 

You were attached to M. de Sancerre; 
when he was wounded, you did the of- 
fice of a generous friend; you even car- 
ried him off the field of battle; and if 
he could then have ſpoke, I doubt not, 
having no longer any motive for diſ- 
guiſe, the truth would for once have 
en 3 „ 2 
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eſcaped his lips. He would have ven- 
tured, perhaps, in his dying moments to 
have truſted you with the ſecret, and 
have aſſured you of the extreme condeſ- 
cenſion of a woman whom he himſelf ac- 
cuſed of fo much inflexibilit r. 
Lou did not know. M. de Sancerre, 
= my dear Count, you did not know 
him. Is it in camps, at courts, or in 
the midſt of public aſſemblies, that we 
can penetrate the characters, and judge 
of the hearts, of mankind? If you were 
required to give a faithful picture of this 
friend ; what would be the diſtinguiſhing 
Hoſes . would make uſe of? < San- 
<« cerre,” you would ſay, was bold and 
« fearleſs; he was fond of the wars, and 
« behaved well in them; liberal in his ex- 
e pences, he lived nobly ; knew how to 
5 „  * ger 


Counteſs de SA NC 11 1 39 


render himfelf agreable to his maſter, 
« and did not neglect the improvement of 
« his fortune: 1 was left his executor and 
% found his affairs in good order, and his 
<« eftates augmented by his econ my.” | 

What anelogium, my friend! To the 
diſgrace of modern manners, weak as M. 
de Sancerre was, few-of his equals de- 

ſerve the-like. But is a man a good 

man, merely becauſe: he is not grolsly 
wicked? Is it enough for a man not to 


be in every reſpect ſhocking, to appear 


eſtimable in the eyes of a delicate and 
prudent woman? 5 

1 have always avoided entering with 
you into uſeleſs particulars. The friend- 
ſhip you had for M. de Sancerre ought 
to have kept you at a diſtance from his 
widow, The office he impoſed on you 
Us obliged 
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. you to ſee her; you was 1 
pleaſed to cultivate her acquaintance, 
which perhaps you would not otherwiſe 
have ſought. I reſpected the memory of 
M. de Sancerre, and did not offer to re- 
move your prejudices againſt me; I am 
averſe indeed even now to remove them : 
but of this be aſſured, that no groundleſs 
caprice made me prefer my reſidence at 
Mondelis to the houſe of my huſband. His 
intereſt, the integrity of my own heart, 
a decent pride, and the fear of not being 
always miſtreſs of myſelf, at length in- 
duced me to live at a diſtance from an 
ungrateful man, who perhaps was ſtill 
dear to me, notwithſtanding the know- 
| Hedge I had of his diſpoſition and cha- 
racter. Don't exclaim, or recollect the 
| * talk of the multitude: remember 

> F; we 
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that I am ſincere, Yes, I loved the 
Count de Sancerre; my heart was en- 
tirely his. Did you but know. But 
let us not talk any more of that part of 
my life; the remembrance of which will 
be ever painful to me. Adieu. Madam 
de Martigues told me yeſterday to chide 
you for ſomething on her account but J 
have forgot what, 
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1 AM going at laſt to communicate to 
vou our remarks on the Marquis de Mon- | 


* 


boy . rer we r 


talais. Every body cries up his good. na. 
rure, his even temper, and his philoſophy, 
and yet in the firſt place, he is not eaſily 
pleaſed ; he is out of temper at a trifle, 
and, with all his philoſophy, goes about 


pouting like a ſpoilt child. 


I was yeſterday at the opera; never 
was I fo tired in my life: Madam de 
Planci was there; a moſt ſingular wo- 
man'! An unit that is multiplied, how- 


ever, amazingly; for ſhe is but here, 


there and every where: I never go out 
without ſeeing her; and you muſt cer- 


La 7 e ** 
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tainly remember that the has bean to. be 
ſeen a lang While... 


* 


The Marquis de Montalais came into 


my box; when Madam de Planci made 


him repeated ſigns; on which he went to 
ſpeak to her: their converſation was long 
and ſpitited; the one expreſſed himſelf 
with warmth, the other with vivacity. 
Madam de Planci appeared in raptures, 
and when the Marquis returned he looked 
highly delighted. I took it into my head 


to tell him that Madam de Planci did 


not dreſs her head well, and that he ought 
to tell her of it. Lou never ſaw a man 


ſo diſeoncerted in your life; in the mean 
while he-bluſhed, had not a word to ſay 


for himſelf, but ſat motionleſs. On go- 
ing out, I took the hand of the Cheva- 


lier de Nemond, the Marquis giving his 
11113 2 
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adam de Martigues; to 1 I 
overheard him ſay, I am unfortunate, 
very unfortunate indeed! He hardly pro- 
nounced ten words for the remainder of 
the evening, but ſpoiled our play, and 
ardly knew what he was about at table, 

What an unaccountable whim was this, | 
taken againſt me! He could not forgive 
me for having cenſured the taſte of Ma- 
dam de Planci, or * aukwardneſs of 
her women. 

No, no, the Marquis d. de Monsilals has 
not all the merit which Madam de Mar- 
tigues pretends to find in him. He has 
not indeed. He, maſter of his paſſions ! 
Not to be able to hide his confuſion and 
concern Surely this betrays a weakneſs 
in a ſoul fo truly noble and ſuperior! Be- 
ſides, I hate all deceit, - Why ſhould he 

8 arm 
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arm himſelf with an affected indifference ? 
Is it an exceſs of vanity that induces him 
to appear inſuſceptible of paſſion ? Does 


he put on his philoſophy by way of pre- 


ſervative againſt his accompliſhments ? 
Truly, I imagine it is his fear-of being 
beloved, followed and teazed, that makes 
him ſo unhappy, ſo very unhappy ! Well, 
I was very near being deceived in his 
character; I was on the point of con- 
tracting. a moſt ſincere eſteem ſor him: 
This man,—I am ſorry to ſay it, — but he 
is—he is in ſhort juſt like other men. 
After all, perhaps it is ſo much the bet- 
ter. Madam de Hianges ſaid yeſterday, 
ſpeaking of this piece of ill humour of 
the Marquis, M. de Montalais cannot 
_ « Joſe too much of his interior good qua- 
< Jities in the eyes of a ſenſible woman who 
* examines 
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examines him.“ She was in tlie right; 
for he will always have endugh to ſeduce 
any other woman. Who have we here 
but the Marquis de Limeuil, returned 
from Spain, who is as troubleſome as 
ever! Every body is teazing me about 

his regard, his conſtancy, his family, his 
expectations: whereas I mind nothing 
but his obſtinacy : Good God; why will 
not people let me be quiet? I neither 
want Limeuil, nor any body elſe. Who 
can pleaſe me well enough at preſent, to 
merit the ſacrifice of my agreable liberty 3 
Nobody, my friend, nobody in the world. 
I have juſt received a letter from Ma- 
dam de Kerlanes, ſhe expreſſes great 
gratitude; perhaps too much of it. The 
little billet from her daughter greatly af- 2 
een me; * the one and the other ſet 
n „ 2 
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a great value on a ſmall obligation. In 
truth, my dear Count, to confer. a fa- 
vour is in my opinion a certain way of 
procuring pleaſure, and that independent 
of the perſons obliged; their gratitude 
adds but little to it, nor can Wer ingrati- 
tude deſtroy it. | 
have promiſed you an explanation; I 
ds it, Be not too urgent and I 
will give it you. You' will communi- 
cate it to Madam de Kerlanes ;. her no- 
tions of the Marſhal de Tende have hurt 
me, and I ſhould be ſorry to leave her 
under ſuch a miſtake. Adieu. My com- 
pliments. to Madam de Mariadek: if the 
were not your ſiſter, I ſhould not forgive 
ker detaining you ſo long. 
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1 obliges me to "PN you 
that I have put a very falſe conſtruction 
on the conduct and ſentiments of the 
Marquis de Montalais. Madam de Planci 
defired him a few days ago to ſettle a 
difficult affair between her and her bro- 
ther; which being terminated agreable 
to her wiſhes, ſhe thanked the Marquis 
for the trouble he had taken. Pleaſed 
to find her ſo well ſatisfied, he returned 
to the box with an air of complaiſance 
and gaiety, ariſing from his os of 
Heart, that deceived me. a e e 
We ought to be always on our 3 
againſt a certain ma. ignity that induces 
us to form concluſions without premiſes 
1 . gd 
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und determinations on flight appearances. 


Madam de Planci appeared to me imme- 
diately* as an indiſerect woman, and 1 
thought the Marquis palflbnätely in love 
ith her. 1 is f miſtaken with tegard to 
boch they inden ate ignbtant of it; 
but 1 End it, ant! reprodch myſelf for it. 
H 6 greatly your abfence afflicts me? 
Why don't yon returb? I want to ſee. 
you, and mall have occafion to conſult 
you One never writes all one thinks. 1 
have not been lately in my uſual ſtare of 
health; I habe got the vapours perhaps; 
that is 4 dffeaſe without fickneſs, is it 
not? The imagination is affected; it 
fixes Itſetf conſtantly oh one objeRt;which 
is ever before our eyes; it is in vain we 
endeavour to drive it from our thoughts . 
the lade 1 incefintly tecurs. The 
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leaſt 1 in the world gives an alarm, 
the heart is in a palpitation: we know 
not what we want; we would and we 
Vuould not; nothing pleaſes us, while 
every thing is irkſome. Good God! that 
ſuch ſhould be my ſituationl 1 am in 
terrors without knowing what L fear; 
reſembling often, a timid creature who | is 
purſued and ſeeks to eſcape; flying, run- 
ning, and. always thinking her purſuers 
at her heels. Ks E 

Ts 5 expect your letter with impatience; 
the words of a true friend, ſays the ſage, 
are an healing balm to a wounded mind. 
I ſhall open mine to you with pleaſure. 
Lou poſſeſs my confidence and are diſ- 
ereet; your friendſhip therefore may en- 
lighten my ſteps, may ſave me from 
| What? From whom? Where lies the 
danger? 


3 8 
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e My imagination is troubled, 
and my underſtanding confuſed, the ef- 
ſect of this cruel malady. Alas, my dear 
Count, how am J altered! The objects 
about me appear no longer the ſame. 
My regard for you, indeed, is unchanged 
aud unchangeable.—But here comes Ma- 

dam de Martigues. 


FROM MA DAM DE MART IGUES. 


Ves, here am I, good day to you, 
Count; well, have you done your buſi- 
neſs? When do you ſet out on your re- 
turn? When ſhall we ſee you here? Are 
not you very fooliſhto ſtay ſo long at Ren- 
nes? And what can you be doing there? 
How comes it you don't fly to cengratu- 
late Madam de Miranda and your friend 

BA «Terines 2: 


Madan de Mints, kr is for having al 
the world marry. Now you are to know WM 
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in e ot ſhe knows nothing of it, nor 


ſhall 


One of theſe days, however, 


| ſhall . you ſtand in admiration at 


t, at the extent and profun- 


lay of my views. Dothey ſay I have too 


much levity. Ves, yes, I have evi co | 


be ſure! 


ut you ſhall ſee, you ſhalt ſee. 


Aae a thouſand and a thouſand affec- 
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per, 


to re · aſſure you of my ſriendſhip. 


liments 0 get de wag 


eo * 


: So! ſhe has ſcribbled over all my pa- 


I ſee; and has hardly left me room 


. 
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: Ir was neither leer nor ee 


that have made me let a week paſs with- 
out writing to you. I was not at Paris: 
but am no ſooner arrived there than I fit 


_ down to inform you of my adventures. 


On Monday laſt as Madam de Mi- 


Tanda and | were fitting by ourſelves, 
Madam de Martigues came in, and ſoon 


after Madam de Theminzs, We were 
talking, laughing and amuſing ourſelves 
with nothing, when, all of a ſudden a 


thought ſtarted into the head of Madam 


de Martigues. My dear, ſaid ſhe to me, 
I am poſit vely weary of the world and 
ſigh for ſolitude. Paris is ſo fatiguing : 


to ice als ays the ſame Shen; hear the 


- 
{: ne 
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ſame eternal round of ſcandal; to ſpend 
every evening in the midſt of a dull 
circle of ridiculous creatures, whoſe fol- 
lies will not divert one: what an inſipid 
uniformity ! let us at leaſt have the ſatiſ- 
faction of a little variety : let us for ex- 
ample, go ſomewhere and tire out one 
another, : OE 

That would be a difficult matter, re- 
plied Madam de Miranda, we can never 
be tired with thoſe we love. Oh, but 
we may, replied Madam de Martigues, 
let us however go and try. We four 
will ſet out privately for the eſtate I have 
ately purchaſed in the country, and 
which nobody here knows any thing of. 
Whata pieceof work will there be in look- 
ing for us, and enquiring after us! What 
idle diſcourſe this wonderful eclipſe will 

„„ Wi: 
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| | give. riſe to! What ridigulous tales will 
he told, and abſurd. hiſtories invented. 
o our diſappearaſte, to divert 15 by 
laughing at them on our return. 
But how ſhall I manage the matter 
with M. de. Them ines? ſaid the young. 
Marchioneſs, Nay,. nay, replied, Madam 
de Martigues, don't you affect now to. 
play the. fond, wifes can't you. tell him 
| you are going to Verſailles | ? Madam de. 
T hemines conſented, and the. objections. 
of Madam de Miranda were in like man- 
ner over ruled; ſhe gave into the ſcheme, 
and I ſuffered myſelf alſo to be ſeduced: 
| the party. was formed, ſecrely, was pro- 
miſed, and the next day we ſet out. 
A pleaſant houſe, a number of lights 3 
and a, gay apartment, inſpired us with. 
mirth; and ſet us laughing at our r friends, 
de- 
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deſcribing thein aſtoniſhment, and imagi», 
ning the ſurprized and ruefyl, phyfogng+: 
mies they vi aſſume on the-pccaſion. 
Madam, de Martigues amuſed us highhy 
in i ding olf THe Count de Piennes. 
There, ſars ſbe, he is now at the gate 
diſputing with my Swiſs porter. How! 
not at home] No, Sir. Not erpect ler. 
to; return? No, Sir. MNMbhat ] neither to 
night, to-morrow, nan the day after? No, 
Sir, And not know where ſhe is? No, Sir. 
death this is tos much. No, Sir. And 
no Sir, goes the Smiſa on to the end of 
the chapter. We pleaſed ourſelves with. 
magining he would go to my houſe : no- 
body at home. To the houſes of the 
reſt: not the leaſt diſcovery. Strange 
indeed ! four women diſappear of a ſud- 


den! Carried off, nobody knows how, 
when, 
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when, nor where! What <ould be 
thought of it ? 5 4, BHP 
Ah! but that poor Termes, cried 
Madam de Miranda, he will certainly be 
inconſoleable, and I cannot amuſe myſelf 
with the thoughts of his diſtreſs. Pob, 
pob, replied Madam de Martigues, who 
had an anſwer for every objection, Termes 
is a reaſonable creature and Will dave rati- 
ence. My huſband, ſaid Madam de 
Themines, will certainly have me ſhut 
up. Well, let him, wwe will come and ſee 
you in the convent. I aſſured her my ſiſter, 
on finding me miſfing, would clap a Z 
ſeal on the door of my apartments. 
So much the better, wwe will proſecute tte 
8 covetous creature for making a falfe ſeizure 
of your efe7s. And now, ſaid ſhe, let 
us fit down, and write ſatirical verſes on 
"EOS , our 
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our friends and ourſelves; and be ſure 
let us not ſpare ourſelves, that we may, 
with the better grace, be fill more ſevere £ 
on our acquaintance. | 

This curious propoſal was applauded; 
ad we immediately ranged ourſelves 
round the table. Pens and paper were 
brought, and to ſtudy we went: one 
ruminating and beating time with her 
foot, another ſcratching her head, and a 
third not knowing where to begin, In 
the mean time Madam de Martigues 
wrote down every thing that came into 
her head, as if, nothing could ſtop her 

In the midſt of this grave occupation; 
we were interrupted by the noiſe of horſes 
in the outer court; mixed with the con- 


fufed voices of men, forcing their way 
* into 


6a > La FN 


ipto the houſe, againſt the FRM of, 
the ſervants. Good God! cried Madam 
de Miranda, juſt ready to faint away at 
the fright, they are ruffians. 1 turned 
pale; and Madam de Themines hid her 
face. Madam de Martigues kept ſtill 
writing on, making a ſign with her hand 
for us to be ſilent. | 
| The door was preſently Sa open, 
and the robbers burſt into the ſalloon; 
T hemines, the Count de Piennes, Ter- 
mes, Comminges, his wife and two 
Giſters, and the Marquis de Montalais, 
looking more agreable in his riding drels 
than I had ever ſeen him before. 
Theſe were the deſperadoes who had. 
alarmed us; and at fight of whom Ma- 
dam de Martigues broke into ſuch im- 
moderate fits of laughter that they in- 
fected, 
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ſected, and were- reiterated DYs the whole 
Nee eee 

It was in vain any body attempted to 
ſpeak, where none were to be heard; thus 
it was above an honr before we were ſuffi- 
ciently compoſed to wiſh each other a 
good evening. I complained of trea- 
chery, and Madam de Themines con- 
feſſed herſelf guilty; we chid her pretty 
roundly, but ber huſband defended her 
cauſe ſo well that ſhe obtained her par- 


don; our mirth increaſed, and 1 knew I 


not that I ever ſpent an evening more 
agreably | in my life. | 
The fix days, we paſſed in this plea- 
ua tour, ſlipped away as if they had 
been but one. M. de Montalais is gone 
to meet the Marchioneſs at Saint Cernin, 


and to bring her to Paris, Good God! 


how 


62 LETTERS of the 


how that man is beloved. His friends can- 
not ſupport his abſence; but embrace him 
on his departure, and make him promiſe 
a ſpeedy return: they will hardly conſent 
to allow hiin the neceſſary time to take 
this little journey. Ah! my dear Count, 
ſaid he, to M. de Piennes, with an af— 
fectionate tone and air at parting, I have 
every motive to returp as ſoon as poſſible; 
for here I leave every thing that 1s dear 
to me. He intends to be abſent only 
about twelve days. | 

Your third letter is Juſt brought me; 
I ſhall read it at Madam de Cominges', 
with whom I am going to ſup; having 
already made Madam de Thianges, whom 
1 ſhall take with me, wait above a quar- 
ter of an hour, Adieu. 


One 


1 


. 1 
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One clock in the morning. 
Always complaining of my indolence. 
You chide me, you fear, you are afraid 
to tell me—and then aſk me an hundred 
queſtions ſucceſſively. 
My friend, I will not anſwer them, I 


cannot anſwer them. As to the circum- 


ſtances you want to be informed of, you 
ſhall be magle agquainted with them 
ſpeedily. Good night, I ſhall endeavour 


to get a little reſt ; but know not Wwhe- 


ther I ſhall ſucceed, — So, another queſ- 
tion ſtarted already ! And why, Madam, 


ſhould you not ſucceed in getting reſt ? Oh, 
my dear Count, why will you be fo curi- 


ous? You really begia to grow impru- 
dent, Have I not already told you that 


one never writes all one thinks? 


LEY. 
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LETTER XII. 


1 SHAL how fulfil my Pömike in 
juſtifying Marſhal de Tende, and in- 
forming you why M. d'Eſtelan was in- 
duced to diſinherit his fon. Neither my 
mother, nor the Marſhal were capable of 
liſtening to the dictates of mercenary ſelt- 
intereſt. You muſt not judge of them 
from what is ſaid by a prejudiced, or miſ- 
informed woman; but from their con- 
duct and actions. 

The Count de Dammartin, benz a 
widower at the age of fifty, and having 
no deſign to enter into new engagements 
himſelf, gave his only danghter in mar- 
riage to the Marquis de Thore, making 

4 . . over 


d an. 


we 
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over to him, by deed of gift, his whole 
effects except his eſtate at Mondelis. 

Two years after this he himſelf fell 
deſperately in love with the ſiſter of 
Count d'Eſtelan; a lady whom the me- 
diocrity of her fortune condemned to a 
melancholy retirement. Her brother, 
ruined like herſelf by the loſs of an im- 
portant and expenſive lawſuit, was on 
the point of going over to Martinico, 
whither he was invited by the governor 
his friend and relation; before he went, 
however, he prevailed on his ſiſter to pre- 
fer the giving her hand to Count de Dam- 
martin before taking the veil, on which 
ſhe had determined. She was married, 
her brother departed, I came into the 
world the ſixth year after that union, and 
Vor. I. 3 loſt 
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loſt: my. "PM before I was capable of 
knowing him. 

My mother, a widow at ſeven and 
twenty, and reduced to a penſion of two 
thouſand livres, fixed her reſidence at 
Mondelis. And, as, that eſtate was to 
be all my portion, ſhe took a particular 
care to improve it; making every, year 
ſome new acquiſitions z ſo that without 
neglecting the embelliſhment of the 
houſe, ſhe doubled the value of an eſtate 

which in the hands of my father was only 
a mere pleaſure ſeat. 

Of all thoſe which belong to me at 
preſent, Mondelis is the only one I like 
to live at, Every thing there is intereſt- 
ing to me, and ] ſee myſelf ſurrounded 
with objects, that recal to mind the ten- 
derneſs and ſolicitude of my affectionate 

| mother. 
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mother. There are repoſed her aſhes, 
which under the place ſtill more dear 
and reſpectable. Oh, my dear friend, 
how many tears have [ ſhed on the mar- 
ble that covers tiole facred relics! How 
many times have I called my dear mother 
from the botrom of her tomb! How 
fincerely have I regretted the loſs of that 
friend, whole counſel was ſo neceſſary to 
my youth, and whoſe kindneſs would 
have been ſo conſolatory to my afflicted 
bens 

J was brought up under the eye of 
the Counteſs de Dammartin; ſhe herſelf 
taking charge of my education: and 
early inculcating thoſe maxims of truth 
and ſimplicity, which habituate us to 


think juſtly, to love our duties, and to 


diſcharge them without reluctance. Inge- 
F 2 8 ä nud us 
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nuous and ſincere myſelf, I har boured no 
doubt nor diſtruſt of others; wholly en- 
paged by thoſe gentle affections of which 
infancy is ſuſceptible, every moment of 
my life was happy; when M. de Sancerre 
was preſented to me as the man deſtined 
to partake of, and augment my happi- 
neſs. 

Marſhal de Tende, his uncle by the mo- 
ther's (fide, had always formed the project 
of our union. As a friend and relation 
of the Couat de Dammartin, he reſpected 
| his widow, viſited her often, and ſome- 
times ſpent whole months at Mondelis, 
As to myſclf, he loved me tenderly, and 
dropped intimations of thoſe intentions, 
which the mediocrity of my fortune 
rendered very advantageous to me. 

You 
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You know the Count de Sancerre, 
being an orphan from his cradle, had na 
reaſon to expect that opulence, of which 
you ſaw him poſſeſſed. His parents, 
prodigal and negligent, both died young, 
leaving to their ſon an eſtate in a man- 
ner confiſcated, and their whole affairs in 
great diſorder. Marſhal de Tende, a 
man experienced in buſineſs, accepted 
the guardianſhip, paid off the debts ac- 
cumulated on the eſtate, and redeemed 
it. Become thus the only creditor of his 
ward, the money he had advanced would 
have ſwallowed up two thirds of an in- 
heritance, which it had rendered lo con- 
ſiderable. 

By theſe means, M. de Sancerre was 
brought up in exceſſive dependance on 

his uncle; and as he was naturally ſelf- 
F z intereſted, 
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intereſted, and had ſuch great expecta- 
tions from the goodneſs and affection of 
his uncle, he always profeſſed the moſt 
profound ſubmiſſion, | 
| was hardly thirteen years of age when 
the Marſhal informed my mother of his 
deſigns reſpecting the Count and me. 
Madam de Dammartin received with joy 
and even gratitude, the propoſal of a ſet- 
tlement fo much above her hopes. Our 
marriage was ſecretly determined on; 
and, unhappily for me, neither time nor 
circumſtance intervened to change the 
diſpoſition of our parents. 
Three months aſter this affair was ſet- 
tled, M. d' Eſtelan returned to France; 
and had the ſupreme delight of ſurpriz- 
ing a beloved ſiſter, who for nineteen 
years paſt had ſeldom heard from him, 
and 
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and never expected his return. Their 
firll interview was affecting ; they em- 
braced, they wept, aſked each other 
queſtions both at once; and while tears 
interrupted their diſcourle, they repeated 
their embraces, reciprocally demanding 
whether they were not deceived by ſome 
agreable illuſion, or if they really enjoyed 
the happineſs of ſeeing each other again ? 
When theſe natural and paſſionate 
emotions were a little becalmed, M. 
d'Eſtelan informed my mother, that 
when he went from France he had formed 
a deſign of marrying a rich widow, whole 
fortune and favour were under. the ma- 
nagement of his friend. But, that, as the 
heart often rejects the advice of the un- 
derſtanding, that deſign did not take 
place. A young Spaniard, deſcended 
F 4 from 
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from a long train of illuſtrious anceſtors, 
and poſſeſſed of nothing but her titles and 
perſonal charms, inſpired him with a 
paſſion; he married her, and had a ſon 
by her. She had been dead about a 
twelvemonth, during which time, her 
huſband, diſconſolate for her loſs, and 
diſguſted at a country, wherein his com- 
placency for a beloved wife only had 
fixed him, he fold off his poſſeſſions, 
and returned to his native country, in 
order to enjoy at eaſe a very conſiderable 
fortune acquired by the aſſiſtance of his 
friend, and by long voyages and hazard- 
ous enterprizes of his own. 

My mother complained that he had 
not brought his fon with him to Mon- 
delis: on which M. d'Eſtelan ſighed, 
and looking aſſectionately on me, alas, 

ſaid 
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aid he, I had deſigned him, during his 
infancy, for my neice ; but he is unwor- 
thy either of Adelaide or his father! He 
is an abandoned, hopeleſs object, groſs. 
in his ideas, boiſterous, rude and obſti- 
nate, He regards nothing, nor will any 
thing keep him within bounds. He ſa- 
crifices every conſideration to his ſlighteſt 
whims ; careſſes nor menaces, neither 
fair means nor ſeverity, have any effect on 
his ſavage diſpoſition: he occaſioned the 
death of his mother, and will certainly 
haſten mine. I cannot conſole myſelf 
for having given life to a ſavage, capable 
of debaſing my name, and perhaps, 
rendering it odious and diſhonourable. 
My mother endeavoured to aſſuage 
her brother's grief, and in ſome few 
days ſucceeded in mitigating his concern. 
He 
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He wreffec her to forſake her place of re- 
tirement, and to go and refide with him 
at Paris. He would divide his fortune, 
he ſaid, between his ſon and me. The 
Counteſs, my mother gave him a promiſe 
that ſhe would ſettle her affairs, and com- 
ply with his requeſt. Delighted with 
this expectation, he took leave of us; but 
an unforeſeen accident deſtroyed his pro- 
fected happiness. 

Count d'Eſtelan had brought with 
him, into France, a female negro ſlave, 
who had long ſerved him in the qua- 
lity of houſe-keeper., Two little 
daughters compoſed the whole family 
Jof this negro; the eldeſt of which, | 
named Zabette, had inſpired a paſſion in 
the breaſt of young d' Eſtelan; and, 
being brought up to imbibe our Euro- 
| pean 
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pean maxims, refuſed to gratify the Jes 
fires of her lover. This reſiſtance ſerved 
only to render his paſſion the more vio- 
lent; till borne away by the tranſports 
of his love and the natural impetuoſity 
of his diſpofition, he offered to marry 
her. Zabette did not like France, and 
regretted the pleaſures of her own country; 
ſo that the offers of carrying her back, 
of raiſing her from a ſtate of ſlavery to 
the rank of Counteſs d'Eſtelan, and of 
making her miſtreſs of a ſplendid houſe, 
ſeduced the young negro ; who conſent- 
ed to leave her mother and to follow her 
lover. | 

_ Eager to be oe happy, and influ- 
enced by his imprudent paſſion, this in- 
conſiderate young lover ſound means to 
elude the vigilance of his governor, and 
| 0 
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to force open a ſtrong box of his father” Sz 
out of which he took the value of ſix 
hundred thouſand livres in ingats of 
gold, with ſome few jewels, and made 
off in the night with Zabette for Breſt; 
where he found a ſhip juſt ready to ſet 
fail, in which he embarked, after writing 
the following epiſtle to his father. 


82 R, | 
„ The huſband of Zabette, and- con- 
c tented with the fortune 1 found means 
e to make, I am going beyond ſea, to 
« live after my own fancy, and in ſearch 
« of that kind of happineſs which beſt 
„ ſuits me. You may look upon me, 
& Sir, as if I were no more; for I ſhall 
never have the aſſurance to appear 
again in your ſight.“ 55 dart 
” NI. d'Eſte- 
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M. d'Eſtelan was on his return from 
Mondelis to Paris, when he met one of 
his people on the road, diſpatched ex- 
preſs to inform him of.the elopement of 
his ſon, the breaking open his ſtrong box, 
and the carrying off Zabette. The news 


of this adventure fo greatly affected him, 


that his health, which was even then on 
the decline, totally forſook him, and he 
fell dangerouſly ill, My mother, in- 
formed of his ſituation, ſent me to the 
convent of Martrai, and went immedi- 
ately to attend her brother, whoſe illneſs 
proved long and tedious. After ſuffering 


a good deal, he ſeemed a little to reco- 


ver, but without proſpect or hopes of an 
entire reſtoration ; for after languiſhing 
eight months, neither the aſſiſtance of 


art, nor the conlolations of friendſhip, 
could 
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could reſtore an heart quite broken with 

i ! | 
wal big fortune being been acquired, 
he had a right to diſpoſe of it as he 
pleaſed. Deteſting the baſeneſs of his 
ſon, therefore he diſinherited him by a 
legal and authentic act, which he con- 
firmed in his laſt will; leaving me uni- 
verſal legatee to his effects, valued at 
near three millions. Of theſe he made 
me miſtreſs immediately after his death; 
charging me only with the payment of 
an annuity of twenty thouſand livres to 
his ſon, if he ſhould ever return to France, 
and be in want. 

A ſhort time after Count dEſtelan had 
made this will, which my mother did no: 
| diate, he expired in the arms of a ſiſter, 
whom not the proſpect of ſo brilliant an 

+ inheritance 
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inheritance could conſole for her loſs. In 
quality of my guardian and governeſo, 
however, ſhe took legal poſſeſſion of the 
whole of her brother's fortune. 

Marſhal de Tende being charged with 
a ſecret, and important negociation from 
the court, was in Savoy when M, 
d'Eſtelan arrived in France; nor did he 
return from thence till a month after his 
death; how then could he infiuence his 
determinations ? No, he was too noble, 
juſt and diſintereſted in his ſentiments, to 
have ever encouraged a father to puniſh 
his ſon. You are ſurprized, perhaps, at 
ſeeing me ſo warmly defend the character 
of a man, who, toward the latter end of 
his life, diſcovered ſome marks of his 
hatred to me: I confeſs he became my 
enemy, but I ought not to complain of 

| him z 
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him; he imagined me capricious, difſem- 
bling and ungrateful! How ſhould he 
do otherwiſe than ceaſe to love me? His 
prejudices, however, have not extin- 
guiſhed my friendſhip, nor diminiſhed 
my gratitude. You admired the tomb! 
cauſed to be erected at Mondelis for that 
reſpectable man; it was by no means a 
monument dedicated to vanity and often- 
tation; no, it is the monument of an af- 
ſectionate veneration, of a remembrance 
never to be eraſed, but always dear! Of 
all the arts M. de Sancerre was pleaſed to 
make uſe of, to embitter my life, there 
was none my heart ſo ſeverely felt as that 
eruel deceit he employed to alienate from 
me the affection and eſteem of that ſuſ- 
ceptible, that generous relation. N 


At 
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At the return of Marſhal de Tende 
from Savoy, my mother was delighted tg 


think: ſhe had it now in her power to be- 


ſtow a rich heireſs on his nephew. She 


aw M. de Sancerre, who was then about 


four and twenty; and as he ſeemed 


formed to pleaſe, ſhe wiſhed to bring 


abour an union of hearts before our ac- 
tual engagement. The Marſhal agreed 
to bring his nephew to Mondelis, as ſoon 
as my mother's affairs would permit of 
her return. This was ſoon after; when 
came home likewiſe from the convent. 
About two months elapſed without any 
thing affecting the happy tranquility of 
my mind; but now the time drew near, 
in which I was to learn from experience 
that the apparent augmentation of our 
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hippies is frequently the ſecret cauſe of 
its entire deſtruction. 
This is ſufficient, my dear Codnt;/ to 
fatisfy your curioſity, and remove the 
doubt of Madam de Kerlanes. I have 
never received any information of the 
fate of young d'Eſtelan; though I have 
folicitouſiy enquired, but always without 
ſucceſs. Notwithſtanding his faults, his 
claim is natural and juſt; if he were alive, 


I could not peaceably enjoy a fortune, 


which the law gives me it is true, but 
which my conſcience would oblige me to 
reſtore. Without doubt M. d'Eſtelan 
is dead. However, ſince the deceaſe of 
M. de Sancerre, I have ſeparated from 
my income the twenty thouſand livres 
deſigned by my uncle for his ſon, if poor 
and deſtitute. This fund belongs to all 

thoſe 
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thoſe who are really in want, I can take 
from it two hundred louis more, as M.“ 
de Mariadek deſires it, to put Mademoi- 
ſelle de Kerlanes in a ſtate to appear decent- 
ly in the eyes of the family into which 
ſhe is going to enter. Adieu. 
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L eee 2, 


I AM really affected with the e bone 
with which you filled your laſt letter. 
No, my dear Count, you have not 1% 
my confidence; but wherefore this prefling 
curioſity, why beg and conjure me to let 
you penetrate a myſtery, which hitherto 
nothing could induce me to divulge? It 
is {till a profound ſecret, even to my re- 
lations, ſo nearly intereſted in knowing 
the motives of my conduct. M, de 
Sancerre is now no more; will it become 
me to caſt a ſtain on his memory? Ah! 
let us not diſturb his aſhes ! I confeſs I 
loved, hated, deſpiſed him; but his 
death ſhould efface my reſentment. 1 
wiſh only totally to forget him; happy if 


in 
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in forgiving him I never recolle& how: 

much he ſtood in need of forgiveneſs. 
If, as you ſay, my conduct ſufficiently 
declared to all France my extreme avenſion 
for the Count de Sancerre, let us leave all. 
France in their miſtake. Of what conſe- 
quence is it to me at preſent to undeceive 
them? I cannot ſpeak of this ſubject, 
without giving pain to more than one 
perſon; nay, you yourſelf perhaps are 

intereſted in my ſilence. "7 
You would not voluntarily /e deren Jour - 
ſelf from an object that was agreeable to 
you! Indeed I believe you. Your ſex. 
have neither pride nor delicacy : your 
own gratification is the principle of all 
your actions. Moſt certainly if you and 
L were in the ſame ſituation to follow ſim- 
„ oy: 
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ply the dictates of our hearts, they would 

naturally lead us different wayͤs. 
You know my manner of thinking ! Are 
you ſure of this, with regard to ſubjects 
we have never converſed about ? Cold- 
neſs, indifference and pride are the only ob- 
ſtacles to my entering into a ſecond engage- 
ment! Who told you ſo? From what do 
you infer ſuch a concluſion? This notion 
is but a conſequence of your firſt prepoſ- 
ſeſſions. I tell you, my friend, you are 
miſtaken; under the appearance of that 
coldneſs which I am reproached with, is 
concealed a tender, perhaps too tender, a 
heart! Grown wiſe by misfortune, I am 
become curious to know, and make ex- 
- periments on my ſubjects; while my 
heart ever ready to beſtow itſelf, hath 
always ſound reaſons to deſiſt and defend 
itſelf. 


— 
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itſelf.” The man we know the moſt of; 
is ſeldom he who is firſt choſen: there is 
one, indeed, who appears to poſſeſs every 


good quality, all thoſe virtues, which are 


neceſſary to determine me.— Vet, alas! 
from a ſtrange capriciouſneſs of fortune, 
Idare not beſtow a thought on this ob- 


ject of my ſincere eſteem. But don't 


ſpeak to me a word about it; afk me for 
no explanation of what I have ſaid. No 
queſtions; not a'ſyllable! Permit me to 
treat you as I do myſelf. Shall I not 


conceal thoſe ſentiments from you which 
T hardly dare avow to my own heart ? | 


Lou may re-aſfſure Madam de Valance 
that her endeavours will prove unſucceſs- 
ful. Ihave no inclination to change my 
condition; I have indeed leſs now than 
ever. In reality, my preſent ſituation 
il OY G 4 : might 


— 
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might be very happy. My wiſte;/ my 
reaſon attaches me to it; with friends, 
books, amuſing ſtudies, frequent airings, 
and a little cirele of acquaintaince, in 
which ſentiment is always diſplayed, and 
ſometimes wit; I may. furely be ſuffi- 
ciently entertained during a voyage ſo 
thorr as that. is which we call life! When 
we are upon a road, my friend, which we 
are certain never to travel again, we ought 
not to fix our minds on objects with 2 
view to their excluſive poſſeſſion; it is 
enough that they ſerve to amn us as we 
ol by. fr | 
Madam de Miranda will on: Tueſlay 
bd. be Counteſs de Termes. Madam de 
Martigues wants them to ſtay till the re- 
turn of the Marquis de Montalais; but 
— is not e eadugh. to 
in: k 4) liſten 


4 
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liſten to any thing on this ſubject of de- 
lay. M. de Piennes reckons in vain 
upon the force of example: Poor Count! 
He will exclaim, perhaps, for a long 
time yet, why did J ever ſet eyes on ber ! 
Why did 1 love her A 7 
In the mean time, I am quite grave, 
and even melancholy: there ſeems to me 
ſuch a ſameneſs and inſipidity in every 
thing about me] You are in the right to 
ſtay in Brittany; we are tired to death 
here; nothing animates, nothing diverts 
us. There is nothing lively and fpirited 
in our amuſements at Paris: one meets 
with nobody here but mad folks or idiots. 
Adieu, you may rank me in either of 
thoſe two claſſes in which you think you 
will be able to bear with me beſt. 


+ ve oh 
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1 w RITE to you in an my * 
Count, to acquaint: you that I. have not 
time to write to you; being juſt ſetting 
out with Madam de Martigues, M. de 
Themines, and his charming companion. 
The old Counteſs de Termes will have 
her grand-ſon married at her eſtate at 1a 
Fere: for which they are making great 
preparations. We hear there is to be 
great feſtivity, every body ſpeaks of 
it, and is in high expectations; but alas, 
the pleaſures we promiſe ourſelves are 
but ſeldom experienced! F 100 

Lou give me chagrin: Nothing, ſay 
you, ſhould be kept ſecret in ſpeaking to a 
_ true 2 admits of no re- 


fer ve. 


ſerve. I think differently; one ought to 
hide from one's beſt friends ſuch ſecrets 
as would give them pain. I ſhall exa- 
mine whether it be poſſible for me to ſa- 
tisfy your curioſity without wounding that 
friendſhip of which you preſume to 
make a doubt. 

The more I think of the circumſtances 
into which I ſhall be forced to enter, the 
greater ſeems the impropriety of ſubmit- 
ting them to your view; but I ſhall ſee, 
tell you. Adieu; I muſt not make 
them wait for me ; time is precious, and 
ſo I leave you. ter n a 


L ET 
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e, e XY. . 
Ia Fere. 
Ari TE R mature conſideration, I write 
expreſsly to defire you will renounce 
your deſign of making me explain my- 
ſelf concerning the behaviour of M. de 
Sancerre with regard to me. I even re- 
proach myſelf ſincerely for having ſuffer- 
ed thoſe expreſſions to eſcape my pen 
which have induced you to require this 
explanation. 
I aſſure you again, you are yourſelf 
intereſted in my being ſilent on this head: 
a perſon alſo whom you greatly loved is 
ſtill more intereſted in it: the part ſhe had 
in my chagrin, and conduct, is inſepara- 
ble from that confidence you would force 
me to repoſe in you. 
13 Had 
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Had there not been very powerful mo- 
tives to reſtrain my confidence, ſhould I 


have refuſed myſelf the conſolation of 


opening my whole heart to you; of diſ- 
burthening into your breaſt that load of 
forrow whoſe weight J felt even ſeverely 
when I firſt knew you? Why ſhould I 
not have juſtified my character in the 


eyes of a man, whoſe eſteem appeared ſo 


neceſſary to my happineſs? 


All the proofs of my conſtant com- 


placency to an ungrateful huſband are in 
my hands. That caſket which Count de 


Sancerre, when he was dying, made a 


ſign for you to take, without being able 


to tell you its importance and deftina- 
tion; and which you found mentioned 


in his will with theſe words, io be reſtored 
to Madam * * *, that very caſket, the 
1 laſt 


* 
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laſt object of his concern, contained the 
ſecret of his heart and mine. | 
+» That Madam without a name or title, 
thoſe words 10 be reſtored, with the ab- 
ſence of one of his people, led you into 
an error. You confided in his valet-de- 
chambre, who aſſured you that caſket 
came from me: I did indeed give it to 
M. de Sancerre, but another perſon was 
to have received it after his deceaſe. 
You reſtored it me, and the ſight of it 
made me burſt into thoſe bitter lamenta- 
tions, at which you were ſo much ſur- 
prized: 1 opened it in your preſence, 
and was going to let you look over the 
papers it contained; when a ſecond 
thought, on reflection, prevented me. 
At my deſire, you conſented to take no 
inventory of them; while the little trifles 

| in 


in it beſide, did not ſeem to you to 
merit the attention of M. de Sancerre's 
heirs. 

The "if adam my huſband as 
ſigned to render miſtreſs of that caſket 
durſt not reclaim it. | 

For two years did I enjoy her diſquie- 
_ her fears, and thoſe continual 
alarms which muſt have: agitated her 
mind; but I enjoyed them alone. A 
remarkable: ſingularity, incident to me, 
and to the events of my life, hath always 
compelled me to keep my ſentiments 
locked up a profound ſecret in my own 
breaſt. I experience even yet this un- 
common peculiarity of my deſtiny; tho? 
ſurrounded with fincere and affectionate 
friends, I have no confident. Some ſe- 
eret motive hath always prevented my 
—_ 


Termes. Madam de Miranda is fo lovely, 
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taſting the agreable pleaſure of commu- 


nicating one's thoughts to a friend. This 
you ought in particular to be aſſured of, 
ſince my heart is not entirely open to 


— . 
4 mung ; 
ö * # * , ; 


If after what I have now ſaid, you per- 


ſiſt in requiring a farther explanation, 1 


am determined to ſatisfy you. But, my 
dear Count, if I ſhould diſcover to you a 
melancholy truth, if I ſhould attack the 
morals of a perſon to whom you were 
united by the ties of blood and friend- 
ſhip, if I ſhould diſſipate a flattering il- 
lufion which hath long given you plea- 
ſure, .don' t reproach me; blame. only 
your own obſtinacy, and remember 1 it is 
you that oblige me to it. 
To- morrow will be a happy cop for 


_ 1 
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ſo good-natured, ſo amiable! that 


every body envies the good fortune of 


the Count.—Termes is alſo fo agreable, 
ſo worthy, fo ſenſible !—rhat every body 


envies the lot of Miranda. The old 


Counteſs does the honours of the houſe, 
with a ſurprizing magnificence. I ſhould 
certainly be amuſed here, if, for ſome 


time paſt, an unaccountable languor had 


not infected my ſpirits : diſguſt and in- 


| fipidity caſt a gloom of melancholy all 


around me. I tremble at this ſituation. 


What! will not the joy of Madam de 
Miranda wake me out of it? Shall I not 
ſhare with rapture in the happineſs of a 


friend ſo dear to my heart! What ſhall 


Tbecome a miſanthrope ? Adieu, 


vor. I. H LET- 
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E E T TIER Nui. 


You are determined to have it ſo. } 
yield therefore, though with extreme re- 
luctance, to your ſolicitations: bur | 
' yield to them becauſe I eſteem you, and 
becauſe I cannot refuſe you a ſatisfaction 
which it is in my power to give you, 
Read then, and remember it is your im- 


portunities that have drawn the ſecret 


from me. The proofs of the truth are 
ſtill in that fatal caſket, which you your- 
ſelf put into my hands. At your return, 
you ſhall be at full m_ to ſee and ex- 
amine them. . 


The 


— 
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The Motives of the conduct of Adelaide dg 


Dammartin, towards the Count de San- 
cerre. 


Mere any other perſon to run over 


theſe ſheets, he would be ſurprized to 


find me entering into particulars, of 
which ſo intimate a friend could not be 
ſuppoſed ignorant. Your regard for me, 
and doubtleſs your conviction that I was 
in the wrong, have prevented your e ver 
aſking me any queſtions about my be- 
haviour towards M. de Sancerre. The 
three years you ſpent at Malta, occaſion- 


ed you to loſe ſight of your friend; whom 


you found, at your return after your 
brother's death, married and parted from 
his wife. She was deſcribed to you as a 


eeviſh, melancholy being; you was 
P being; 7 


told ſhe hated her huſband ; my own re- 
H 2 lations, 
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lations, as well as thoſe of M. de San- 


 cerre, giving it out every where that 


my antipathy to him was a kind of per- 
verſion of the underſtanding. | You muſt 
have been told that his careſſes and ſoli- 
_ citudes, the tender and ardent proofs of 
his paſſion, threw me into a kind of 
phrenſy. You muſt have repeatedly 
heard ſuch aſſurances as theſe, and why 
| ſhould you doubt the truth of them? You 
did not know me. If ſince then, allo, 
my diſpoſition and ſentiments have ac- 
quired me your friendſhip and eſteem ; 
if you have always found me ſubject to 
reaſon, attached to my duty, incapable of 
exerciſing a ſevere command aver thoſe wha 
depend on me; how often muſt you not 
have ſaid with aftoniſhment, how greatly 
is this woman changed! and yer, my 

15 ö friend, 
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friend, I was at ſixteen exactly the ſame 
as I am at fix and twenty; but read and 
judge. 1 

A ſhort time after the death of Count 
d'Eſtelan, and my mother's return to 
Mondelis, Marſhal de Tende came over 
thither, and brought with him M. de 
Sancerre; whom he preſented to me, de- 
firing I would entertain ſor his beloved 


nephew the ſentiments of an affectio- 


nate ſiſter. The figure of the young 
Count charmed me, his wit ſeduced, and 
us ſolicitudes affected me. Informed of 
the intentions of his uncle, he applied 
himſelf entirely to the ſtudy of pleaſing 
me, and to perſuade me he loved me. I 
knew not either to diſſemble or to de- 
ceive, ſo that my heart was eaſily capti- 

Sis; 2 vated 
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vated by means of an art to which I was 
a ſtranger. * 

As there was nothing to oppoſe our 
union, the Marſhal was urgent to have it 
concluded, In concert with my mother, 
therefore, he directed the articles of 
marriage, and ſettled our fortunes ſepa- 
rately on each. While theſe articles 
were reading over, M. de Sancerre cou'd 
not conceal his ſurprize. He expected 
to have ſeen himſelf advantaged by his 
uncle, and imagined that by marrying 
ke ſhould be rendered capable of ſhaking 
off that dependance under which he had 
always lain, and had long regretted. His 
ſilence and bluſhes betrayed his ſecret 
diſſatisfaction ; he was going nevertheleſs 
to ſign, when the Marſhal ſtopped his 
hand. "_ Sir, ſaid he, ſhewing him 

a packet 
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a packet which he held in his hand, with- 
in this cover are two wills; the one of 
which appoints you my heir; the other 
makes your wife my univerſal legatee, 

and excludes you for ever from the ſuc- 
ceſſion. Your behaviour during my life 
will determine which of thoſe acts ſhall 
be valid. Your father involved my ſiſter 

in afflictions which cauſed her death; the 
ſorrowful remembrance of this circum- 
ſtance, which is always preſent to my 
mind, induces me to deprive you of the 
dangerous means of eafily. ruining your 
wife, and reducing your children to that 
diſtreſsful ſituation in which you were left 
yourſelf. I have provided for you a conſort 
that is young, handſome, noble, modeſt, 
amiable and rich; one poſſeſſed of every 
thing proper to.inſpire a paſſion and fix 
$ 15 | H 4 | your 
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your affections, Her father was my re- 
latibn; both the ties of blood and of 


friendſhip attaching me to the daughter 


of Count de Dammartin, I moſt ardently 


wiſh to ſee her happy; it is your part 


to make her ſo. My fortune will be the re- 


ward of your endeavours to make her lite 
eaſy and agreable. While Adelaide comes 
to me, contented and happy, to thank 


me for having formed this connection 
between you, I ſhall be an attentive re- 
lation, a ſincere friend, and an affec- 
tionate father. But beware; if your wife 
ſhould ever come in tears to reproach me 
for what I am now doing ; if you afflict 
her, and give her juſtcauſe of complaint, 
ſhe will become the ſole object of my af- 


fection; I will do every thing for her, 


and nothing for you, You will loſe at 
once 
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once my eſteem, my affection, and my 
eſtate. It is not yet too late, added he; 
don't enter into this engagement, if you 
are afraid of the conditions. M. de San- 
cerre made no other anſwer than a low 
bow, and taking up the pen ſigned his 
name. | 

We were married without pomporeclatz 
and as my mother knew me to be of a 
delicate and tender conſtitution, ſhe pro- 
poſed to the Count to defer the conſum- 
mation. of our nuptials for that year, and 
to leave me at Mondelis; promiſing to 
bring me to Paris the following winter, 
and to receive him in the hotel that was 
my father's, which ſhe had lately bought 
of the Marquis de Thore, and had or- 
dered to be enlarged and embelliſhed. 


M. de 
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M. de Sancerre ſeemed to conſent with 
reluctance to this propoſal; he could not 
ſubmit, he ſaid, to ſuch rigid injunctions, 
without depriving himſelf of the oppor- 
tunity of being tempted to break through 
them. Accordingly he ſet out a few days 
after from Mondelis. For my part, I 
was really afflicted at his departure, and 
wept a good deal. His perſon, his aſſi— 
duities, his paſſionate profeſſions, had 
raiſed in me thoſe delightful emotions, 
which are naturally excited by love in a 
heart at liberty to indulge it, without 
doubts or fears to diſturb its flattering 
illuſions. N 
M. de Sancerre wrote to me frequently; 
his letters giving me a ſincere delight. 
His tender deſcriptions of the pains of 
abſence z of his longing deſire to be with 
me, 
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me, to ſee me all his own, a deſire of which 
he repeatedly aſſured me I could not 
know the force and extent; of his ardent 
wiſhes to anticipate the moment of his 
happineſs and mine; all this daily aug- 
mented the vivacity of my ſentiments. In 
the ſimplicity of my ideas, this happineſs 
he talked of, appeared to me to be con- 
fined ſolely to the pleaſure of ſeeing bim, 
hearing him ſpeak, loving him, pleaſing 
him, and being the deareſt object of his 
heart. Without poſſeſſing this happineſs, 
I enjoyed it; but my felicity was of ſhort 
duration! To have enjoyed it long, I 
ſhould have remained ignorant that M. 
de Sancerre played upon my innocence 


and credulity, 
He was juſt ſet out for the army in 
Germany, when my mother was taken 

_ dangerouſly 
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dangerouſly ill. The firft ſymptoms of 
her diforder made her juftly apprehenſive 
of her fate; and fearful, on account of the 
malignity of the fever, for me. Art her 
deſire therefore, Madam de Lugei, who 
was then at Mondelis, cauſed me to be 
| hurried by force out of her chamber; and 
in ſpite of my cries and reſiſtance, carried 
off with her in a coach to the convent of 
Martrai, where I was committed to the 
care of the abbeſs. After a week's being 
elapſed between hopes and fears, I was 
informed of the death of my affectionate 
mother, my amiable, my reſpectable 
friend! a loſs to me irreparable, then 
molt ſeverely felt, and ever to be re- 
membered and lamented. 

I could not return to Mondelis to live 
there by myſelf; and my ſiſter was at 


Bagnieres, 
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Bagnieres, where the Marquis de Thore, 
her huſband, was gone to drink the wa- 
ters. Madam de Lugei, after making a 
ſhort ſtay at the abbey, was determined 
by the ſeaſon to return to Paris, and preſ- 
ſed me to accompany her, offering me 
an apartment in her houſe. Marſhal de 
Tende, who was appointed by will my 
mother's executor, coming down to 
Mondelis, and adviſing me to accept of 
Madam de Lugei's offer till the return 
of M. de Sancerre, I determined to leave 
the convent, and ſer out with her lady- 

ſhip and the Marſhal. 
ſpent a month at Paris in a very lan- 
guiſhing and almoſt inconſolable ſitua- 
tion; ſo that I did not perceive the ſin- 
gularity of Madam de Lugei's behaviour. 
This Woman, accuſtomed to do nothing 
without 
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without a view of being remarked ; offl. 

cious, preſſing, abſurdly obliging, mean, 
vain, making every thing of im portance 
fond of being known and talked of; 
aſpiring after celebrity, unable to attain 
it, and only drawing upon herſelf the ri- 
dicule of pretending to it; this active 
reſtleſs woman, I ſay, mixed ſo much af. 
fectation in all the ſolicitude ſhe conde- 
ſcended to beſtow on my conduct, that 
the abſurdity of her own began at length 
to ſtrike me, to diſpleaſe, and preſently 
to give me quite diſguſt. 

My mourning, my youth, and pro- 
found grief did not permit me to go 
abroad; and I did not covet diſſipation 
of which I never had ſtood in need: but 
hearing Madam de Lugei inceſſantly re- 
peating that ſhe admitted nobody dur: 

ing 
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ing my ſtay with her; that ſhe would not 
expoſe a woman of my age to the ſeduce 
duftion of a corrupt world, | perceived 
myſelf under ſome reſtraint, was even 
offended at her civilities, and conceived 


I ought to leave her at liberty to ſee the 


world again ; which in truth ſhe is very 
far from hating. I delired Marſhal de 
Tende therefore, to permit me to go and 
reſide at Treſnel till the end of the cam- 
paign. Ever ready to oblige me, the 
Marſhal ordered an apartment to be got 
ready, and J haſtened to take poſſeſſion 
of it; from which moment Madam de 
Lugei loſt both my confidence and friend- 
ſhip. About the middle of October, M. 
de Sancerre arrived from the army; when 
not chuſing to live at my ſiſter's, and 
the houſe I live in at preſent being un- 

| cer 


412 - LeTTERs of the 


der repair, the Marſhal indulged us with 


his ſummer pavillion. The day my ſiſter 
came to fetch me from Treſnel, in order 
to conduct me to the hotel de Tende, 
was celebrated by a magnificent enter- 
tainment. Here I ſpent four months, ſo 
well ſatisfied with my ſituation, ſo ſenſi- 
ble of the tenderneſs of M. de Sancerre, 
and of the paternal affection of the Mar- 


ſhal, that the happineſs I enjoyed ſeemed 


to me the higheſt imaginable. - Peaceful 


ignorance, flattering error, charming de- 


luſions! are you alone capable of mak- 
ing us happy! Oh, my friend, my heart 


is ftill moved at the recollection of a 


time, in which, though I was deceived, 


betrayed, facrificed, I believed myſelf at 


the ſummit of human felicity. 


M. de 
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M. de Sancerre laid under a reſtraint 
by that attention which his uncle paid to 


all his actions, and having aſſured him- 


ſelf of my diſcretion by ſeveral trials he 
had made of it, told me in confidence 
that he was paſſionately fond of play, 
particularly Lanſquenet; but that he 
durſt not indulge that propenſity, becauſe 
it was an amuſement the Marſhal de- 
teſted. He informed me farther that 


he uſed to ſpend part of the night in 


playing at this game, with a lady whoſe 
houſe lay adjoining to the back of our 


hotel; diſcovering an extreme deſire to 


proat ſometimes by that conveniency. 
Credulous and complacent, I myſelf took 


the candle in my hand, and lighted my 


huſband acroſs the gallery, to a little pair 
of back ſtairs, which he might deſcend 
Vor. I. > without 
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without being heard either by the Mar- 
ſhal's people or our own. Stupid crea- 
ture as I was! I prided myſelf i in being 
the ſole confident of M. de Sancerre! 
How cruelly did he abuſe my ſimplicity! 
What an unworthy uſe did he make of 
my innocent affeftion ! What a vile ad- 
vantage did experience and diſſimulation 
give him over me! 

I was really chagrined on his account, 
when we were going to quit the houſe cr 
the Marſhal ; he was fond of me, and [ 
loved -and reſpeRed him. The very 
evening I left the hotel de Tende to go 
to my new habitation, this affectionate 
relation made me a preſent of a rich 
caſket. The wood of which it was made, 
though rare and coftly, was hardly to be 
ſeen on the outſide, the whole being al- 

1 e 
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moſt covered with plates of gold; and fo 
contrived as-to ſerve for a writing-deſk, 
a liquor-cafe, and an eſcrutore. It was 


furniſhed with uſeful toys, perfumes, 


and a number of other agreable trifles. 
The Marſhal was greatly diverted at 
my looking and fumbling about in vain 
for the ſecret ſpring by which it was to be 
opened; and which he was obliged at laſt 
to diſcover to me himſelf, ” 

M. de Sancerre admired the ſecurity 


of this ſecret faſtening; and appeared ſo 
delighted with this pretty caſket, that as 


I durſt not give it him, I immediately 
employed an ingenious artizan to make 
one like it. Unluckily the ſame kind of 
wood was not to be got, but by making 
the gold plates a little broader, this light 
difference was imperceptible. 


I 2 __ Having 
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' Having furniſhed it with ſuch things 
as J imagined might be agreable to M. 
de Sancerre, I took a ſecret opportunity 
of placing it myſelf in his cloſet: in doing 
which, as it was an act of choice, I felt a 
ſenſible pleaſure, little thinking, alas! 
thar this fatal gift would ſerve to diſcloſe 
to me the character of a man, whom it 
was ſo neceſſary for me to eſteem. 

Sedulous to preſerve the good opinion 

'of the Marſhal, M. de Sancerre did not 
appear to change his conduct, though 
removed to ſome diſtance from him. He 
did change it however, and that greatly, 


though 1 alone had occaſion to remark 
it. He continued to affect an exceſlive 
paſſion for me; to boaſt of the charms of 
my perſon, wy talents, wit, and even- 
neſs of temper z to be always talking of 
E * | the 
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the ſatisfaction he experienced in the 
moſt affectionate intercourſe: in the mean 
time, by accompanying me wherever I 
went, he acquired the reputation of a 
ſenſible man, capable of deſpiſing ridicu- 


lous cuſtoms, and of avowing a reaſon- 


able attachment. I heard on every ſide 
commendations of my huſband, while L 
myſelf was envied as one of the happieſt 
of women: I was ſurrounded with eclat, 
and glittered in diamonds and gold; my 
jewels, my Equipage, all being the ſub- 
ject of univerſal admiration. Every thing 


was choſen by M. de Sancerre, whoſe 


taſte and magnificence was ſurprizing z 
while at the ſame time he refuſed me the 
mereſt trifles I had a mind to; demanded 
an account even of my pin- money, and 
obliged my women to inform him in 
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what mabner! diſpoſed of it; my natu- 
ral generoſity of temper hence frequently 
n upon me raillery or reproaches. 
As the ſame apartment did not now 
ſubject us to be conſtantly together, he 
ſeldom came into mine at thofe hours 
when I was alone. But, though careſſed 
thus in public, and neglected in private, 
1 remained ſtill blind; I did not annex 
my notions of happineſs to thoſe proofs 
of my huſband's affection which he now 
gradually neglected to give me, but to 
thoſe which he ſtill beſtowed. He fol- 
lowed me every where, making uſe of 
| the moſt flattering expreſſions, ſo that I 
really thought myſelf beloved, nor did 
that kind of coldneſs at which any other 
woman might have been alarmed, de- 
ſtroy this agreable deluſion. - Ah! why 
W = was 
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was it ever deſtroyed ! Ah, why, my 
friend, did a cruel accident undeceive me, 
and rob me of an error that made me 
happy! 


One evening, juſt after M. de San- 


cerre was ſet. out for Ver ſailles, the floor 
of his cloſer took fire; when my people 
being frightened, hurried away ſome of 
his moſt valuable things into my apart» 
ment. On returning home from my 
ſiſter's, where I ſupped, I found the whole 
houſe in confuſion; happily indeed the 
fire was put out, and the danger 


over: but as it was neceflary to have the 
floor and wainſcotting of M. de Sancerre's 


cloſet repaired, I ſuffered ſeveral of the 


lite moveables which the workmen 


might have damaged, to remain in mine, 


1 Was going into bed when I ſaw a letter 
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lying on the chimney-piece, which the 
diſorder my people were in had prevented 


their giving me. It was from Madam de 
Cezanes, ho deſired me to lend her two 
diamond ſprigs in order to have others 


made like them. I aſked for my caſket, 


which I opened, and bid Paulina, one 
of my women, take out the ſprigs, and 
carry them next day ro Madam de Ce- 
zanes. Paulina after looking a long time, 
tumbling over a heap of papers, and tak- 


Ing out all the drawers, cried out, ſhe 


could not find the jewels. I went myleit 
to look, ſaw the miſtake, and immedi- 
ately recollected it was the caſker of M. 
de Sancerre, I then went into my own 
cloſet, took out the ſprigs, and gave them 


to her. She trembled and turned ſo pale 


as ſhe took them out of my hand, that J 
e FT thought 
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thought the terror of the preceding acci- 
dent had affected her ſpirits and made her 
ill, Being unwilling therefore to keep 
her up any longer, and finding myſelf 


lictle diſpoſed to ſleep, I diſmiſſed her. 


Before I took a book, I thought it ne- 
ceſſary to put up M. de Sancerre's papers, 
which Paulina had diſordered, and was 
going to ſhut the caſket, when the fol- 
lowing words appearing underſcored on 
the fold of a letter, excited my curioſity, 


T permitted you to marry Adelaide. 


I come now to that part of my narra- 
tive, which hath ſo long prevented me 
from opening to you my heart. Shall I 
venture, my dear Count, to ſend you a 
copy of that letter, to diſcover to you an 


odious ſecret that cannot fail to mortify 


yur! What an agreable prejudice ſhall 
I deſtroy ! 


* 
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F deſtroy! Can I mention to you the 
name of that woman who had the aſto- 
niſhing art to manage ſo many jarring in- 
tereſts, to preſerve even her favoured lo- 
vers, to enſlave thoſe whom ſhe ſacri. 
ficed to her vanity, to poſſeſs their eſteem, 
together with the veneration of an abuſcd 
huſband; and, under the cloak of de- 
cency, modeſty, and even religion, to 
indulge a licentious paſſion, avowed 
without ſhame, and gratified. at the 
expence of honour and humanity. It 
was not enough, it ſeems, for that cruel 
woman to deprive me of the heart of M. 
de Sancerre; even my apparent happineſs 
excited her. jealouſy : ſhe required, ſhe 
inſiſted, that my huſband ſhould give me 
proofs of his hatred and contempt My 
friend, my imprudent friend, why do 

| you 
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you force me to tell you that Madam de 
Cezanes, your relation, ſhe whom you 
thought for many years poſſeſſed of inno- 
cent affections, ſhe, whoſe memory you ſtill 
cheriſh and revere, was the moſt falſe, 
mean, and contemptible of creatures. 
Forgive, my dear Count, ſorgive theſe 
harſh epithets; they are not dictated by 
reſentment. Time and other ideas have 
effaced the emotions of hatred which 
Madam de Cezanes had excited in my 
heart, I could have avenged myſeif 
when living, but was fatisfied with only 
terrifying her. Why then ſhould I ex- 
poſe, after her death, a reputation acquired 
and preſerved by fo many artifices? Why 
ſhould I afflict her friends, or put her 
huſband and relations to the bluſh? I 
have reſiſted even the deſire of juſtifying 
| my 
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my own character, becauſe it was impoſ. 
fable for me to do it without giving pain 
to thoſe. who were connected with that 
woman. i 
The relations and friends of M. de 
Sancerre, he himſelf, and Madam de 
Cenxanes, blamed me for nothing but 9 
difficult and inſlexible temper ! When I re- 
turned into the world, it would have 
been mean and childiſh to recollect what 
had paſſed. Other people hardly remem- 
ber it, and it is daily effaced from my 
own memory; perhaps too eaſily ſo. 
Adieu, this packet is large, the next 
courier ſhall bring you the remainder. 
Continuation. 
Is uuſed often to ſee Madam de Cezanes, 
but took no pleaſure in her company; it 
even gaye me that kind of diſguſt, which 
an 
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an affected auſterity naturally excites in a 
woman of my age. M. de Sancerre 
obliged me, however, to cultivate an ac- 
quaintance which he had made for me; 
while his intimate connection with the 
Marquis her huſband engaged me to con- 
ceal the diſinclination I had for ſuch grave 
and tireſome company. 
I recollected the hand- writing of Ma- 
dam de Cezanes; and the ſingularity of the 
expreſſion, I permitted you to marry Ade- 
laide, made me deſirous of reading the 
letter J had in my hand. Here follows 
an exact copy. 


Letter from the Marchioneſs de Cezanes 40 
M. de Sancerre. 

I will neither ſee you nor hear you 

ſpeak: how many times muſt you be told 

lo ? 


and -: LzTT2xs of the 
ſo? You cannot juſtify yourſelf your 
daring falſehoods can no longer impoſe 
on me. You deceive me; I know it, ] 
am ſure of it. You are treacherous, [ 


hate, deſpiſe, renounce, and have done 


with you for ever. Your excuſes are all 
abominable: I permitted you to marry Ade- 
laide] do you repeat I permitted you? 
What ingratitude is there in that re- 
_ proach? Did not your uncle inſiſt on that 
fatal marriage? Did I ſacrifice the happi- 
neſs of alone poſſeſſing you; devote all 
 thepleaſures of my life to your fortune | 
And does this give you a right to betray 
me? To-give yourſelf up to the indul- 
gence of a ridiculous paſſion for a child? 
To abuſe my kindneſs and condeſcenſion? 
To break through all your proteſtations ? 

To rob me of an happineſs I purchaſed 


ſo 
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ſo dearly ? To abandon me to the fury 
of jealouſy ? And 1n that to expoſe my- 
ſelf, in the violence of my tranſport, to 
the danger of loſing, in a moment, a re- 
putation acquired by ſo much conſtraint 
and mortification? Nay, of loſing that 
reſpect, which perhaps I ought to have 
excited, before an ungrateful wretch had 
miſled my reaſon, and triumphed over 
my principles. 

I permitted you to marry Adelaide] But 
did I permit you to beſtow on her a heart 
which I thought was undoubtedly mine? 
You do not love Madam de Sancerre ! 
You don't love her, do you ſay ? Why 
then do you follow her about wherever 
ſhe goes? Why are you eternally talking 
of her? Why repeat even before me that 
the is charming, emiable, engaging ? Falſe 

p man! 
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man | Is Adelaide then, my rival? Does 
ſhe ſhare your heart. But to ſhare would 
be little; ſhe has it all.— Oh! that ! 
ſhould live to think that any other wo- 
man, ſhould pleaſe, attract, engage you! 
What! ſhall the idea of another be ever 
preſent with you? Even in my company, 
and perhaps in my very arms. — But let 
me not indulge ſo cruel a doubt, it leads 
to deſperation. "IIA 
And pray what FOR this young, baſh- 
ful thing fo very engaging ? Is it her auk- 
ward country timidity that ſo much de- 
lights you? Is it her regular, delicate, 
inanimated features? The fre/bneſs of her 
cheeks, which is partly owing to the in- 
activity of her mind? Her large un- 
meaning eyes? Her childiſh good. nature, 
her tireſome equality of temper; Theſe 

are 


LY 
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are the /mple charms, the captivating 
graces that allure you; that occaſion you 
to dangle after Madam de Sancerre, and 
make her appear fo engaging to you? 
Since when, pray, have coldneſs and ſim- 
plicity had the power to affect you? 

In conſenting to your marriage, I 
thought to have bound you to me as 
much from gratitude, as you were before 
from love. How many tears have I not 
- ſhed? What did I not ſuffer during your 
long reſidence at Marſhal de Tende's! 
with what grief was not my foul pene- 
trated ! But I overlooked this part of 
your conduct, as a neceſſary aſſiduity 
paid elſe where; I did not complain, but 
contented myſelf with thoſe ſnort oppor- 
tunities, which Adelaide was deceived to 
aſſiſt in giving me, of your company. 
Vol. I. K | But 
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But at preſent who obliges you to paſs 
whole days and nights together with her? 
— Yes, whole nights! with what face 
could you deny it yeſterday at my bro- 
ther's ?!— Madam de Sancerre ſtayed after 
you went away; when, perſuaded of your 
deceit, and enraged almoſt to diſtraction, 
I aſked her, and ſhe bluſhed ; on perſiſt- 
ing in my enquiry, ſhe looked down in 
a confuſion that convinced me of your 
falſehood. I till perſevered nevertheleſs 
to draw from her in confidence an expli- 
cit confeſſion, which ſtill bluſhing, heſi- 
tating and diſconcerted, ſhe at length 
made me.—Hateful wretch ! yes, I de- 
teſt you. Your diſpoſition is falſe, your 
underſtanding weak, and your heart in- 
conſtant : I again repeat, I never will ſee 
you more. I mill break through all thoſe 
; | ties 
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ties which attach me to ſo ungrateful a 
creature. Come not near me this even- 
ing, no, never come near me again. 
P. S. I have changed my mind with- 
out changing my reſolution. I have 
more reaſons than one for ſpeaking to you 
once again, I will afford you a moment, 
and only a moment. Come exactly at 
twelve at night, 


It is impoſlible to expreſs the trouble 
and ſurprize I felt on the peruſal of this 
letter: my heart was ſo full, and my 
imagination ſo extremely agitated, that 
I could not help thinking myſelf in a ter- 
rible dream. I took up the note Madam 
de Cezanes had juſt ſent me, and with a 
trembling hand compared it with the let- 
ter before me. The characters were ex- 
actly the ſame, and it appeared from the 
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date of the letter that it had been written 
ſoon after our having quitted the Mar- 
ſhal's hotel. I recollected the imperti- 
nent ee of Madam de Cezanes, 
and her rude manner of catechizing me 
at her brother's: concluding, from a 
number of ſucceſſive reflections, that ever 


ſince that time my rephes would have 
given leſs embaraſſment to me, and 


doubtleſs leſs offence to her. 
I I puſhed the fatal caſket from me; got 
up and left it one moment and returned 


to it again the next. A ſtrong and al- 


moſt involuntary propenſity led me to 
take up a ſecond letter, and 2 


to ROT them all, 
Tou will accuſe me of indiſcretion ; 


but perhaps that indeterminate emotion, 
which make us deſirous to penetrate af- 


flicting 
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fliting ſecrets, to ſeeall, and to know 


all, however painful, does' not ariſe : 


merely from an ardent, indiſcreet curio- 
ſity, but from a feeble hope concealed in 
the bottom of the heart; an hope which 
is nouriſhed, ſupported and animated by 


doubt. Ah! who can be really deſirous 
of the mortifying conviction of a dread- 


ful certainty ! In purſuing my reſearches, 
it ſeemed to me as if I might loſe mine; 


while my hope induced me to think that 


every letter I read might efface the cruel 
impreſſion of the preceding. 
But through them all I met with no- 
thing but marks of ſpite, jcalouſy, ſel- 
fiſhneſs and the fury of unbounded paſ- 
ſion. I was frequently mentioned in the 


courſe of them, but always with diidain 


and contempt : happy to be ſo favoured 


ay | by 
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134 LITTIIõ of the 
by nature that the railleries of Madam de 
Cezanes fell only on my youth, inerpe- 
rience and credulity. 
Among ſeveral little caſes containing 
portraits of Madam de Cezanes, I recol- 
lected one which I had given to M. de 
Sancerre, and which, I believed, on his 
word, that he haſt loſt. The ſight of it 
made me ſhudder, and I opened it with 
fear and apprehenſion ; flattering myſelf 
however that I ſhould ſee my own pic- 
ture. On the contrary that of Madam 
de Cezanes preſented itſelf to my view, 
and gave the moſt grievous wound to my 
afflicted heart. Hitherto my trouble and 
ſurprize had ſuſpended the power of re- 
flection; but now I perceived the utmoſt 
of my misfortune; and my collected ideas 


were all fixed on Madam de Cezanes. 
| This 
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This imperious miſtreſs of my huſband 
ſeemed alone to excite all the terrible 
emotions, by which I was agitated. The 
having taken my portrait out of that 
caſe, recalled my thoughts to M. de San- 
cerre; by whom I ſaw myſelf ſacrificed, 
hated, deſpiſed. I now began to weep, 
and to bathe with my tears the fatal 
proofs of his baſeneſs and treachery. _ 

Falling backwards into a chair, with 
my hands clapſed, and my eyes fixed on 
the ground, I abandoned myſelf to the 
bitterneſs of ſorrow, when of a ſud- 
den my door opened, and M. de San- 
cerre precipitately entered the room. At 
the ſight of him I gave a loud ſcream ; 
he came up to me, ſaw his caſket in diſ- 
order, and his papers ſpread all around 
me, and of courſe his ſecret diſcovered; on 

K 4 


1 
| 
| 
8: 
| 


136 "LETTERS of the 


which, his countenance changed, and 1 
could read the ſevereſt menaces in the fury 
of his looks. A mortal cold ſeized upon 
my lenſes, I trembled, and made an ei- 
fort ro fly from hiin; but my heart fail- 
ed me, and I fell down ſenſeleſs at his 
feet. | | 

When I recovered from my ſwoon, the 
firlt object that preſented itſelf was Mar- 
ſhal de lende. He was ſitting by me, 
greatly anxious and concerned at having 
ſeen me in fainting fits, which he told 


me had ſucceeeded each other from mid- 
nidnight till noon; he fetched a deep 


ſigh, and preſs'd my hands affectionately 
berween his. Oh my daughter! cried this 
good, this venerable old man, what a 


ſtrange accident! Who can have occa- 
ſtoned. it? Your palenels, your depreſſion 


4 af 
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of ſpirits, your earneſt manner of look 
ing at me, your ſighs, your tears, the 
mournful repetition of the name of your 
| huſband, during the ſhort intervals of your 
fits, all aſſure me there is ſome myſtery 
in it, which I want to diſcover. Order- 
ing my women, therefore, out of the 
room, he began to interrogate me, con- 
juring me to anſwer him. Hath San— 
cerre, ſaid he, occaſioned theſe tears? Is 
it he who hath afficted you to this ex- 
ceſs? Speak, ſaid he, ſpeak my dear 
neice, hide nothing from me; you owe 
that confidence to thole ſentiments which 
engage me to aſk it of you. 

The kindneſs of the Marſhal, his af- 
fectionate careſſes, the certainty of being 
beloved by him, all excited in me the 
natural defire of opening my heart to him,. 
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and to move his compaſſion by a recital 


=” my ſufferings. 


I threw myſelf into the arms of this re- 


ſpectable friend, and bathed his face with 


my tears; I would haveſpoke, but my ſighs 


choaked my voice. I could do nothing but 


inarticulately repeat the name of my huſ- 
band. Your huſband! ſays the Marſhal 
eagerly, what has he done? In marrying 
you to M. de Sancerre, I promiſed, | 
vowed to take care of your intereſt and 
happineſs; to be your protector againſt 
him, Has he been wanting to you in 
that regard which, is in ſo many reſpects, 
owing to you? Does he ſlight you? Has 


he offended you? You weep, and are 


ſilent, Madam. Why dare you not be 
ſincere and explicit with a relation, a 
friend, whoſe affections and juſtice you 

are 
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are ſo well convinced of? Have you for- 
got that I reſerved to myſelf the right of 
puniſhing the Count de Sancerre, if he 
gave you any juſt reaſon to complain of 
his conduct? 

This laſt expreſſion. recalled to mind 
what the Marſhal had ſaid to his nephew, 
when the marriage articles were ſigned. 

I recolleted the two wills he mentioned, 
by one of which I was made the Marſhal's 
heir. In proceeding, therefore, with my 
complaint to him, I was going to ſet 

him againſt M, de Sancerre, to induce 
him to beſtow all his favours alone on 
me, to reduce my huſband to a ſtate of 
dependance on a woman he did not love; 
and whom he would poſſibly hate the 
more, for her having it in her power to 
oblige him. This reflection wounded my 
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foul, and deprived me of the conſolation 
of pouring my griefs into the boſom of 
my only friend and protector; it even 
forced from me the moſt ſorrowful excla- 
mations, while long and repeated ſighs 
were the only language of my heart. 
This alternative of ſubſtituting me to 
poſſeſs the rights or my huſband, de- 
prived me for ever of the power of ac- 
cuſing, or complaining againſt him. 
The Marſhal continued preſſing me to 
put more confidence in him, when a ſer- 
vant, in obedience to his orders, came 
to acquaint him his nephew was returned. 
from Verſailles. He got up in order to 
go out to meet him, but the Count de 
Sancerre prevented him, by appearing at 
the door of my chamber, which be en- 
tered, pale and confuſed, . proceeding 
8 ; ſlowly, 
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lowly, and alternately turning his eyes 
towards his uncle and me, as if it were 
to read in ours the reception he was likely 
to meet with. Encouraged by the firſt 
words of the Marſhal, from which he 
gathered he was ignorant of the adven- 
ture of the night, he flung himſelf on his 
knees at my bed-ſide, took my hands, 
and kiſſed them a thouſand times; called 
for my women, and made them relate all 
the particulars of theaccident that had hap- 
pened to me, every now and then inter- 
rupting their recital by marks of the 
greateſt tendency and affection. Paulina 
told him. that being awakened by the 
noiſe of my bell, ſhe came running down 
ſtairs, and found me cold and ſenſeleſs, 
with my face and neck bathed 1n tears, 
M. de Sancerre might ſafely queſtion her 
without 
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without fearing any thing from her re- 
plies: for as he went out of my chamber 
before ſhe entered it, his precaution put 
him beyond ſuſpicion. 

It was not accident that brought him 
to my chamber at three, o'clock in the 
morning. The ſervant of Madam de 
Cezanes, who brought me the note the 
preceding evening, had ſeen M. de San- 


cerre's cloſer on fire: ſo that the Count, 
returning from Verſailles after the king 


was retired to bed, and arriving at the 
houſe of his miſtreſs, had been informed 


of the accident. Uneaſy about his pa- 


pers, he haſtened home, and finding his 


_ cloſet half unfurniſhed, and knowing his 
_ caſket was in mine, he thought to have 


ſtolen acroſs my chamber ſoftly, and 
have brought off this important caſket 
without 
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without waking me: but, liſtening firſt 
it the key-hole of the door, and over- 
hearing me ſigh and weep, he opened it 


and came in, as I have before related. 


When he left me ſenſeleſs and dying, he 
rung the bell for my women, carried off 
his caſket, hurried out of the houſe, and 
forbid any of his people to ſay he had 


been there. He was punctually obeyed, 


and I did not learn theſe circumſtances 
till long after his death, 

The air of concern which M. de San- 
cerre affected in aſking me the cauſe of fo 
ſurprizing an alteration, his careſſes, the 
ingenuouſneſs of his queſtions, and his 


audacity in repeating them, cauſed me 


inſenſibly to recolle& myſelf, in order to 
be aſſured whether I was not miſtaken, 


and if my imagination had not been di- 
ſturbed 
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ſturbed by a dream; whether the man who 
was giving me ſo many marks of his ten- 
derneſs, was really the lover of Madam de 
Cezanes, or that affectionate huſband 
whoſe paſſion ſeemed ſolively and natural, 
This diſſimulation of M. de Sancerre 
ſucceeded; he repeated ſeveral times that 
my illneſs might be the effect of the 
fright occaſioned by the diſorder my peo- 
ple were in, and their exaggerated account 
of the danger from the fire. The Mar- 
mal, his uncle, believed it, and left me, 
fully perſuaded that his nephew had no 
ſnare in redueing me to that terrible 
ſituation in which he had ſound me. M. 
de Sancerre accompanied him, but pre- 
ſently returned, aſſuming a very diffe- 
rent tone and behaviour. Madam, 
6 fays he, "wy imprudence and your 
« indiſcrect 
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« jndiſcreet curioſity, have put into your 
« power the reputation of a reſpectable 
« woman, and the fortune of a man of 
« whom you have my leave to complain. 
« You ought to have thought yourſelf 
« beloved, but you have diſcovered 
« that a connection formed before [ 
© knew you, does not permit me, though 
« not blind to your charms, to give you 
e an heart that was before engaged. I 
« was compelled to be yours; a com- 


s, 


% pulſion which the more endeared my 


« former attachment. I will not flatter 
« you with a ſacrifice J have no deſign 
« to make you, I ſhallnot ſtoop fo low as 
to beſeech, or even deſire you to keep 


the ſecret: your promiſes to do it would 


« be to no purpoſe, it would be too much 
your intereſt to reveal it; nor can a 
Vor. [. — * woman 


— — 2 


_ — — 
— . 
— 6— —— 
1 de __ - b * by 
"EW r 
— on „ — 
— * | 


"We, r 


* 
n 


A | 
e 


4 ieee 


C1) 


6e 


\CC 


6c 
40 


* 


woman ever reſiſt the ſatisfaction of 
© revenge. No, Madam, go, tell the 


OY 


Marſhal, incenſe him againſt me, ruin 
Madam de Cezanes, rob me of my 
inheritance; but in cauſing my ruin be 
aſſured you ſhall meet your own, You 
muſt expect to receive from me all 


the ſeverity that diſdain, hatred and 
reſentment can make you feel. Yes, 


I will embitter every hour, every mo- 
meut of your life! The procedure of 
M. de Cezanes will determine mine: 
whatever he attempts againſt his wife, 


be aſſured I ſhall attempt againſt you. 


What meaſures have I to keep with 
any one? No, imprudent young crea- 
ture, you have reaſon to tremble, to 
ſhudder for the fate you may prepare 
* her who 1 is dear to me: for, by all 

a that's 
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« that's good and facred, I ſwear it ſhall 
« be yours." 
Having faid this, he roſe up 25 was 


going towards the door, I held out my 


arms, and called to him with a feeble 


but affectionate tone; ah, Sir! do not 


leave me, do not hate me; I will never 


fpeak a word of this fatal ſecret: never 


will I open my lips to injure or afflict 
you, He would not hear me, but 


went away without returning me an 


anſwer. 
He was hardly gone out of the room, 


when one of my women gave me ſome. 


papers that had tumbled out of my bo- 
ſom in undreſſing me. I ſaw with ſur- 
prize it was the letter from Madam de 
Cezanes, of which you have juſt read the 
copy. It was wrapped up in the note 
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which had ſerved to prove the hand- 
writing. I was at firſt going. to ſend for 


my huſband, and to put this letter into 
his hands; but, intimidated by the ap- 


prehenſions of putting him again into a 
rage, and of hearing him threaten me 
with that cruelty which had already ſo 
grievouſly wounded my heart, I was 
afraid to call him back. I therefore 
locked up theſe papers, and ſaid nothing 
of the matter. How many times ſince 
have I peruſed that letter! How -many 
times have my tears burſt from my eyes, 
in repeating thoſe cruel expreſſions, un 
do not love Madam de Sancerre] you do not 
love her | ſay you? 

In the evening J had a dialen fever; 
* for ſeveral days after repeated and 
violent paroxyſms deprived me of all 

£ underſtanding 
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_ underſtanding and knowledge. When I 


began again to diſtinguiſh objects, I ſaw 


my ſiſter, the Marſhal de Tende, Madam 
de Flers, his relation, and M. de San- 


cerre, all apparently very aſſiduous and 
ſolicitous about me. I looked upon them 


in ſilence, my ideas being as yet very 
confuſed and unſettled; I was ſorrowful, 
but without any determinate object of my 
grief. The ſight of thoſe by whom 1 
thought myſelf beloved, touched me ex- 
tremely; their ſlighteſt careſſes affected 
me; thoſe of M. de Sancerre gave me 
the moſt lively pleaſure; I repeated with 
emotion every thing he ſaid to me that 
was kind and conſolatory; the ſound of 
his voice enchanted me; if he took hold 
of my hand, I ſeized faſt hold of his, and 
ah it to my forehead, my lips, my 
. 1. 3 neck, 
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neck, and preſſed it againſt my heart. I 


followed his motions with my looks, and 


whenever he turned to go away from me, 


my eyes were filled with tears. 

During this ſtate of childiſhneſs, I was 
always under the moſt fearful. apprehen- 
ſions. If a woman at any time came into 
my chamber, I diſcovered evident marks 


of terror; I hid my face, and could not 


be prevailed on to look at. her till I had 
heard her ſpeak. When I liſtened to her, 
I examined her with ſtupid terrified 
looks, and appeared under the utmoſt 
difquietude and conſtraint while ſhe 


© ſtayed. How artfully, how maliciouſly 


did M. Sancerre remind the Marſhal af- 


terwards. of 'theſe eircumſtances, as the 


effect of a mind pre-occupied, a wander- 
ing nnn. and a heart deeply 
| wounded: 


W- - 
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wounded! Fow cruelly, how wickedly 


did he take an advantage of thoſe emo- 


tions; the cauſe of which was ſo. well, 
known to him. 


M. de Sancerre ſet out for the army 
before my recovery, which was long and 
diſtreſsful. In proportion as my ideas 


gtew diſtinct, my ſorrows increaſed; the 
aſſurance of not being beloved, the de- 
ſpair of gaining a heart prepoſſeſſed in 
favour of another, and for ever ſet againſt 
mez a Snawing jealouſy conſtantly the 
. and even undiverſified by doubts 
and the difquietude of uncertainty ; the 
neceſſity of concealing my ſufferings, and 


the object of them; all this embittered 


my reflections, and rendered my ſituation 


extremely cruel. The natural ſelfiſhneſs 


of my ſiſter would nor permit me, in the 
1 4 mean, 
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mean time, to ſeek any conſolation in 
her friendſhip. The reflection that the 


diſcovery of M. de Sancerre's ſecret 


would double my fortune, would have 


given Madam de Thore the proſpect of 
a conſiderable reverſion in favour of her 
children, which might have induced her 


to abuſe my confidence. Left therefore 
to the reflections of my own mind, I 


ſought in my principles, in my reaſon, 
in the indulgence due from me to my 
huſband, for the means of ſubduing my 


heart, of relinquiſhing my juſt rights, of 


ſacrificing my love and every ſenſation of 
tenderneſs, in order to convince an un- 


grateful man of the force of thoſe very 


ſentiments, of which I was willing to 
make a ſacrifice for him. How dear to 
me was he eyen then! O my friend, true 

love, 
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love, though offended, preſerves its ar- 


dour a long time. It ſeems to regain 
new life from every wound it receives. 


Grief does not abate its activity; but in 
a noble and generous mind, however ſuſ- 
ceptible, contempt alone is capable of 
depreſſing and extinguiſhing it. ; 
Madam de Cezanes had, during my 
illneſs, made a. journey into Provence; 
but was expected in Paris toward the 


middle of the autumn. Being deter- 


mined never to ſee her again, but cau- 
tiouſly to avoid betraying any rupture 
between us, I came to a reſolution not 


to ſee company. With this view, I gave 


out a deſign of applying myſelf to the 


finiſhing my ſtudies ; a deſign from which 


the great world would too much divert 


me; 
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me; my door accordingly ceaſed to be 
open to any body but our relations. ti 
Madam de Cezanes remaining igno- 
rant of the diſcovery. of her intrigue, 


wrote me ſeveral letters, to none of which 


I returned any anſwer. On her arrival at 
Paris, ſhe came to. viſit me, but I was 
denied to her, as to every body elſe: a 
circumſtance of 'which ſhe complained 


bitterly to M. de Sancerre; who was ſo 


far from being ſatisfied with the modera- 


tion I had ſhewn, that he joined in the 


reſentment of his miſtreſs. His ingrati- 
tude and injuſtice at length quite diſ- 


guſted me, and cauſed: chat ſeparation 
which hath given cauſe for ſo many and 


ſuch different ſurmiſes. 


The cloſe of the campaign brought 


— de Sancerre back to Paris. He ap- 


peared 
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peared to me again with a free and open 
air; neither blaming my retirement, nor 
enquiring into the motives of it. For 
ſome days after his return one would have 


thought that nothing had ever troubled: 


the good underſtanding between us. His 
behaviour became the rule for mine ; and 
as he never let ſlip à ſingle expreſſion 
tending” to the recollection of an event, 
which we muſt nevertheleſs both fo well 


remember, I WP totally to bare 


forgot it. 

In a ſhort time M. — grew 
more cool; while on my part, I kept a 
painful and attentive reſerve; ſtifling all 
fuch emotions as might betray my ten- 


derneſs, and render it importunate. By | 


degrees I began to look upon myſelf in 


my own houſe as a ſtranger, treated with 
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indifference but politeneſs. Time, patience 
and habit ſoften, at length, all our ſuffer- 
ings, or diminiſh our ſenſibility. I ſhould | 
perhaps have accuſtomed myſelf in time 
to bear my misfortune; but M. de San- 
cerre required too much, and compelled 
me at laſt to convince him that, although 
I was capable of reſtraining a juſt reſent- 
ment, of preſerving by my ſilence the 
reputation of a woman unworthy my no- 
tice, of keeping a ſecret eſſential to the 
intereſt of a man of whom I had ſo much 
reaſon to complain, this reaſonable con- 
deſcenſion, conſiſtent with the ſtricteſt 
honour, did not render me capable of a 
mean and ſervile ſubmiſſion. Theſe nice 
diftinctions do not ſtrike every mind: 
thus my huſband imagined he had made 
me afraid of him; and that my ſilence 
Uh Was 
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was effect of his menaces. How, indeed, 
could he believe there was any generoſity 
in me, when he never had any in him- 
ſelf, Give me leave, my friend, to ſay, 
it was impoſſible for his heart to. judge 
of mine. eee 

From his earlieſt infancy, M. de San- 
cerre had ſtudied only to diſguiſe his 
paſſions, and to appear different from 
what he really was. Deſtitute of princi- 
ple, of ſentiment, ſelfiſh, falſe, ungrate- 
ful; artifice and diſſimulation vere the 
only qualifications, he judged it neceſſary 
to acquire and improve. 'Obſtinate in 
his caprices, conſtant in his vices, myſte- 
rious in his behaviour, he loved to injure 
and embroil friends, relations, and families; 
anxious only to find out ſecret intrigues, 
in order to make them public. Fond of 
| ſplendour, 


* 
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| ſplendour, yet covetous, he diſplayed his 
liberality and magnificence only when his 
behaviour could be noticed and admired 
by thouſands. But never was his hand ſe- 
eretly opened for the relief of the indi- 
gent and unhappy. Incapable of any 
powerful attachment, the duration of his 
love for Madam de Cezanes was rather 2 
weakneſs than a paſſion; he made no ſa- 


crifice of any thing to his love, or at leaſt 


he ſacrificed only my happineſs and his 
duty. This portrait may perhaps ſur- 
prize you. But be aſſured, it is a juſt 
one. I ſhould reproach myſelf were I to 
miſrepreſent a ſingle feature. 

My huſband's death, time, and my 
preſent ſentiments, make me capable of 


che greateſt impartiality wich regard to 


his 2 


TWO 
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Two months had elapſed ſince his re- 
turn, when a very ſlight circumſtance 
enraged Madam de Cezanes anew againſt 
me, and induced M. de Sancerre to rob 
me cruelly of the eſteem and friendſhip 
of Marſhal de Tende, the only pleaſure 
of my life, the only conſolation of my 
afflicted heart. ; 

In going one morning out of my a- 
partment, I met the Marquis de Ce- 
zanes, who was going to M. de San- 
cerre. This reſpectable and worthy man 
politely complained of my long retire- 
ment, and of my coldneſs toward the Mar- 
chioneſs his wife; whoſe friendſhip for 
me he highly commended; expatiating 
on the goodneſs of her diſpoſition, and 
acknowledged merit; and wondering 1 

3 mould 
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ſhould decline her viſits, 1d ſhut my 
door againſt her. 

It was with difficulty T ſuppielied the 
violentemotions I felt while he was ſpeak- 
ing to me: this poor huſband, ſo ſtrong- 
Iy prepoſſeſſed and ſo baſely deceived, in. 
ſpired me with the moſt tender compaſ: 
ſion; to which perhaps a retroſpe to 
myſelf added more force. I ſighed, and 
the tears ſtarted from my eyes; at which 
he was ſurprized and affected. M. de 
Sancerre, coming out to receive him, 
ſeemed vexed and diſturbed at ſeeing us 
in converſation together: I perceived it, 
and to make him eaſy, aſſured the Mar- 
quis that, if I ſhould ever receive com- 
pany again, Madam de Cezanes was the 
firſt perſon whoſe friendſhip I ſhould be 


glad to cultivate 3 bur that at preſent my 
inclina- 
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mclinations led me to prefer retirement, 


and to enjoy the amuſements it afforded 
me; adding, that with this diſpoſition, 


| ought to avoid the world, into which I 
ſhould bring with me that melancholy 
and diſguſt it had given me. 
| Theſe expreſſions being reported to 
Madam de Cezanes, raiſed ſtrange ſuf- 


picions in the mind of that reſtleſs and 


paſſionate woman. I prefer retire- 


ment, and find a pleaſure in it! What 


« pleaſure, what amuſement truly could 
« find in retirement, unleſs ſuch as M. 
« de Sancerre muſt procure me?“ On 
this ſuggeſtion, ſhe ſet herſelf to obſerve 
him more narrowly, He appeared leſs 
warm, leſs ſolicitous to pleaſe ; ſhe was 
aſtoniſhed ſhe did not remark his cold- 
neſs ſooner ; ſhe thought ſhe had diſco- 
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vered a change in his behaviour to her 
ever ſince her journey and my long ill- 
neſs. In ſeeing me at the point of death, 
it was probable my huſband's heart might 
have been moved to compaſſion, to re- 
pentance, perhaps to love! Yes, doubt- 
leſs he loved me, he adored me; he 
forced me to live retired, in order to keep 
me entirely to himſelf; it was jealouſy, 
that made him ſhut me up from the eyes 
of the world. A faithleſs wretch that 
kept away from her houſe, to avoid her 
juſt reproaches, to ſhun the complaints of 
a woman who was betrayed, ſacrificed, to 
avoid the ſhame-of avawing-a ridiculous paſ- 
fron, to which he had abandoned himſelf, 
You may read twenty letters from Ma- 
dam de Cezanes to my huſband wherein 
theſe 
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theſe expreſſions, and ſtill ſtronger, are 
an hundred times repeated. 

Had M. de Sancerre been of a more in- 
genuous diſpoſition, he would have prefer- 
red a fair confeſſion of the truth, to all thoſe 
little artifices, by which he was embarraſ- 
ſed in endeavouring to keepit a ſecret from 
Madam de Cezanes: he would have told 
her their intrigue was known to me: deter- 


mined however to appeaſe her anger, and 


remove her ſuſpicions, he took a method 
more difficult and leſs certain. He pro- 


teſted to her he would compel me to ap- 


pear again in the world, to receive her 
viſits, and to give her an opportunity of 
having the conduct of both cleared up. 
But how was I to be brought to this 
ſervile complaiſance? He could not di- 
realy exact it, without expoſing himſelf 
1 M 2 to 
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to long conteſtatiohs.z without running 
the riſk of tiring out my good-nature; 
of exciting my reſentment and laying 
himſelf open to a diſcovery which might 
make him loſe the fruit of his long con- 
ſtraint and. diſſimulation. My exceſſive 
readineſs to follow the advice of Marſhal 
de Tende in every thing, induced him 
therefore to employ his mediation : but 
what villainous artifices did he not make 
uſe of! O my friend, it is with extreme 
reluctance I enter into theſe particulars; 
it is painful to me to retrace the baſeneſs 
of a man who was once ſo dear to my 
heart. 1 3 

M. de Sancerre began by affecting 2 
melancholy in the preſence of his uncle. 
He ſeemed penſive, reſtleſs, and full of 
inward chagrin, n + Ber vt 


S 


as” 
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The Marſhal ſoon obſerved and in- 
tereſted himſelf in his nephew's apparent 
change of humour; he deſired to know 
the cauſe, and preſſed him to open his 


heart. M. de Sancerre, yielding by de- 


grees to his ſolicitations, and artfully ex- 
citing his curioſity by diſtant hints and 
intimations, had, at length, the audacity 
to accuſe me of being the cauſe of all his 
uneaſineſs. 

He pretended to unfold what bu called 
the myſtery of my conduct; which was 
repreſented as the effect of an intolerable 
caprice; he complained of my temper, 
of an auſterity in my natural diſpoſition; 
which nothing could ſoften ; his utmoſt 
complacency ſerving only to increaſe. it. 
He deſcribed me as ſuſpicious, diſtruſtful, 
and averſe to my own ſex; whom I ſhun- 

M * ned, 
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ned, and wanted to keep away from my 
houſe; as being jealous of every woman 
I ſaw; looking upon them all as danger- 
ous rivals. Among thoſe who alarmed 
my fears, he had the aſſurance to men- 
tion Madam de Cezanes, and to ſupport 
his odious imputations on the abſurdity 
of a jealouſy ſo ill- founded. My illneſs, 
the terrour which the ſight of a woman 
at that time put me into, my tears, my 
, petſeverance in living alone in my apart- 
ment, my perpetual languor, all was im- 
puted to this pretended devouring inquie- 
rude. It was the bane of his happinels, 

the torment of an affectionate heart, by 
which J was paſſionately loved. 

A long detail of pretended altercations, 
quarrels, and imaginary adventures, 
were thus impoſed on the Marſhal, and 
ä 1 perſuaded 
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perſuaded him, that I made his nephew 
very unhappy. He believed him to be 
ſincere, ſuſceptible and generous; why then 
ſhould he doubt the truth of what he ſaid? 
He himſelf obſerved, that my melancho- 
ly was not' decreaſed ſince there turn 
of my huſband ; that I converſed indeed 
with him, but that his company ſeemed 
to give me no-pleaſure or concern; that 
when he ſaluted me in a tender manner, 
or addreſſed to me any obliging compli- 

ment, my emotions ſeemed rather to 

bear the marks of ſurprize than friend- 

ſhip or gratitude. My huſband added a 

number of other particularities to theſe 

remarks of the Marſhal's ; and, the more 
to excite his compaſſion, affected even to 
_ reproach himſelf for having diſcovered 
ſuch circumſtances as could not fail to 
M4 afflict 
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afflict ſo affeRionate a parent. He ought, 
he ſaid, to have been ſilent, and never 
to have given him the diſpleaſure of 
knowing that a woman, whom he had 

received at his hands with ſo much con- 
fidence in his choice, and with the hopes 
of being happy in her, was ſo far from 
anſwering his reaſonable expectations, that 
ſhe ſeemed deſtined to diſturb his repoſe, 
to deprive him of all the pleaſures of life, 
and in ſhort to rob him of the greateſt 
bleſſing on earth, that of conſtituting and 
ſharing her happineſs. 

The Marſhal, too ingenuous not to 
be credulous, was greatly affected at 
the pretended chagrin of his nephew. 
The ſilence 1 kept with reſpect to the 
cauſe of my melancholy, gave the ap- 
pearance of truth to the accuſations of M. 

Gl de 
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fe Sancerre. Jealouſy, an active and 
gloomy paſſion, often deſpiſed, and al- 


ways deteſted, is always accompanied 
by ſhame and fear; one is offended at 


exciting it, and bluſhes to entertain it. 


Had my tears flowed from any other 


cauſe, ſhould I have denied myſelf the 
conſolation of complaining ? 


The Marſhal aſſured his nephew bs | 


would keep the confidence repoſed in 
him a profound ſecret, and engaged him- 
ſelf to induce me to give up a life of re- 
tirement ſo little conformable to my age. 
He promiſed that, at his deſire, I ſhould 


ſee again all thoſe whom an unhappy ca- 


price had led me to avoid: that he would 
conduct me himſelf to Madam de Ce- 
zanes; a woman fo reſpellable, that de- 
derved the greateſt attention: that my 

good- 
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good -· nature, my regard to my duty and 
my friendſhip for him whom I called my 
father, would ſoon reſtore me to the 
world, and to myſelf. He thought it 
would; he had reaſon, my dear Count, 
to think ſo. Ah! why was I laid 
under the cruel neceſſity of diſappoint- 
ing his expectations; of wounding his 
heart by cruel denials, of appearing to 
want that reſpe& and veneration which 
Treally had for him? How have I la- 
mented the neceſſity of adiſobedience ſo 
8 to him | 
It was at firſt with all the tenderneſs 
of friendſhip the Marſhal endeavoured to 
bring me over to his deſign. But as [ 
did not comprehend any thing of his in- 
-finuations, I could make no anſwer to 
them. His ſolicitations to prevail on me 


£0. , 


Counteſs de Sa N RRE. 177 


to alter my conduct, not having the de- 
ſired effect, he became importunate, and 
at length angry. He had all that kind 
of abruptneſs which is uſually characteri- 
ſtie of extreme frankneſs; ſo that his 
impatience made him one day forget 
himſelf fo far as to betray the ſecret en- 
truſted to him by M. de Sancerre; when 
his complaints and reproaches diſcovered 
to me the contemptible artifice my huſ- 
band had uſed. The falſehood, meanneſs 

and ingratitude of M. de Sancerre, were 
ſhocking to me. In a fit of indignation, 
I roſe up haſtily, and was going to my 
cloſet, ſtrongly tempted to-give the Mar- 
ſhal the letter of Madam de Cezanes, of 


that friend, whoſe virtues he ſo highly 
boaſted, and whom he was ſo preſſing for 


me to ſee, and to regard. A little reflec- 
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tion, and my weakneſs for an ungrateful 
man, moderated this firſt emotion. 

In giving me freſh reaſon for com- 
plaint, M. de Sancerre abuſed my good- 
neſs; but did he therefore eradicate the 
principles of it? Should I never have re. 
pented, had I expoſed him? Can a gener- 
ous mind long feel the pleaſure of revenge ? 
In breaking filence on this head, I ſhould 
indeed have reconciled the Marſhal to 
me, he would have puniſhed the Count, 
and have honoured me again with his 
confidence and friendſhip. But would 
he have reſtored to me my former ſtate, 
the pleaſures of my firſt ſituation? could 
he have reſtored to me the heart of my 
huſband? Alas! what if he had com- 
pelled him to a bandon his miſtreſs, to 
have treated me with more reſpect: 
ThE | | would 
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| would his reformation, either feigned or 
real, have made me happy! I had exa- 


mined. M. de Sancerre too nearly, I knew 


him too well, to have any hopes of being 
made happy either with or by him. 


While my mind was taken up. with 


theſe reflections, my ſilence, confuſion 
and bluſhes entirely ruined me in the 
opinion of the Marſhal, confirmed him 
in his errour, and ſtrengthened the ac- 
cuſations of my huſband :. 1 ſaw that now 


L ſhould forteit his affection, the only 


conſolation, I had left. O my. dear Count, 
ſurely the moſt afflicting moment of our 
lives is that, in which one looks round in 
vain to meet the eyes of a friend. 

I was dumb, but ſigh'd deeply, while 
the tears flowed in abundance from my 


eyes. The prepoſſeſſion of the Marſhal 


ſhut 
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ſhut his heart againſt pity; he be 
the moſt ready obedience; and peremp- 
torily inſiſted on my naming the day, 
when I would conſent to accompany him 
to Madam de Cezanes. No! never, 
never, cried I; if my life depended on 
taking ſo ſcandalous a ſtep, I would not 
do it. This poſitive refuſal drew on me 
the ſevereſt reproaches. He proceeded 
to treat me as a ſenſeleſs viſionary, as a 
woman blinded by a ridiculous and abſurd 
paſſion; as one whole odious diſpoſition 
made her averſe to ſociety, and rendered 
her inſupportable to her relations, and to 
the moſt obliging of huſbands; the man- 
| ner in which all this was ſaid,” was a 
glaring proof how far good ſenſe and 
Sood nature may be perverted by anger. 

The Marſhal went out of my apart- 
wel 3 ment 
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ment in a fury; but, returning again 
immediately, Madam, ſaid he, you ſhall 


either open your doors to thoſe perſons 


whoſe rank and character ought to entitle 
them to admittance, or you ſhall go into 
a convent z where you will be at liberty 
to indulge yourſelf in thoſe extravagant 
imaginations, of which your head ſeems 
fo full. I will give you a month to con- 
ſider of the alternative, and make your 
choice. „ e 
So ſpirited a quarrel; ſuch violent ex- 


preſſions, with the ſhocking alternative 


annexed, increaſed my chagrin to ſuch a 


degree, as to deprive me of the power of 


concealing it. After this I was conſtant- 
ly in a ſtate of depreſſion and forrow ; 
being incapable of appearing in the 
world, in which they wanted to engage 

me 
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me to live, The ſlighteſt mark of con- 


cern, even a ſimple queſtion concerning 
the ſubject of my diſtreſs, made me weep 


moſt bitterly. The horrible falſehood of 


M. de Sancerre continually ſhocked me, 
Always ebliging and ſolicitous to pleaſe 


me, in the preſence of the few perſons 


who ſaw us together, how could he be 


ſuſpected as the author of my ſufferings? 


He appeared indeed ſo extremely ſuſcep- 
tible of them, that the contempt and 
diſdain which he thence inſpired me with, 
appeared in my looks, and often in my 

expreſſions. 
People now began to ſay, l had a- fixed 
averſion to- him ; they pitied him, and 
| blamed:me. Such an averſion, they ſaid, 
was unnatural ;; they endeavoured to find 
out the caufe; imagined that my ſenſes 
". - Were. 
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were affected; it was impoſſible, they 
thought, that ſo profound a melancholy, 
ſo groundleſs an averſion, could proceed 
from any thing but a perverſion of the 
underſtanding. | 

Deſtitute of friends and a and 
abandoned to my own reflections, I ſaw 
the time elapſed, in which I was to make 
my choice. I was willing to ſatisfy the 
Marſhal, and perhaps even M. de San- 
cerre, by making every. ſacrifice they 
defired, with which my heart did not re- 
proach me. I could readily conſent to 
hurt, to afflict, myſelf : but ought I to 
debaſe myſelf ſo far, as to give up a point 
in which decency and honour were con- 
cerned? The convent, with which I was 
threatened, became, inſenſibly, the ob- 
ject of my conſolation. In lofing the 
MR MF ma 
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hopes of happinels, it is natural to ſcize 
on that of repoſe ; but would not ſuch a 
retreat appear compulſive? What, ſhould 
I et the world imagine that M. de San- 
cerre had baniſhed me from his houſe ? 
By degrees my thoughts turned entirely 
on Mondelis. The ſcenes, in which | 
had paſſed my infancy in the moſt agre- 
able tranquility, preſented themſelves to 


my imagination as thoſe of peace: there, 


I flattered myſelf I ſhould find again that 
eaſe of mind and indifference of heart 
ſo much wanted. In this, my friend, I 
was miſtaken ;. that indifference is a bleſ- 
ſing never to be enjoyed a ſecond time; 
never can it be recovered in its full extent. 
When the heart has once engaged its at- 
feRions, there is a painful, reſtleſs ſenti- 
ment, a ſtrange kind of regret, which 

mixes 
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mixes itſelf with. the certainty. of: being 
beloved no longer, and expoſes. it to the 


danger of loving again, 
My mind being entirely taken up with. 
the deſire of retiring to. Mondelis, and. 


fixing my reſidence there, I ventured to 
fix. on the only means that could. engage: 


M. de Sancerre to. comply with. this my 


ardent inclination, I thought myſelf; 
juſtifiable indeed, for once, in employing 
artifice, and making uſe of Madam. de 


Cezanes' letter, to help me out of that 


unhappy ſituation, to which this daring: 
woman was pleaſed to reduce me. I was. 


very far from meditating any low or cruel. 
revenge on her; but. did my huſband; 
know me enough not to fear me?. Per- 
haps if I threatened: him, and. ſhewed 
mp ready to repel. inſult by inſult, I 

_ might. 
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might be able to free myſelf from his op- 


preſſion and tyranny. 
After mature deliberation, I wrote to 


him, and encloſed in my letter a copy of 


that of Madam de Cezanes. At the 
ſame time, to leave him no hope of ob- 
liging me by force to give up this 
proof of their ſecret intelligence, I ſet out 
early in the morning for Treſnel; deter- 
mined never to come out of the convent 
again, if the anſwer I received from my 
| huſband did not anfwer my expectation. 


The following is a copy of my letter. 


Letter from Madam de Sancerre to Ler 
Vuſland. 


« Art and cunning, Sir, do not always 
direct people with the moſt ſecurity: this 
1 have learned from your conduct. You 
TONE" TM. Tiſh 


Cound: de 8 ANCERRE, 187 


riſk too much in abuſing my good na- 
ture, and ought to think, when I have 
it in my power to hurt you, and avenge 
myſelf, that it is a criſis in which genero- 
ſity yields to the neceſſity of a juſt de- 
fence; a criſis, at which one craſes to de- 
vote one's ſelf to the intereſt of a man, 
capable of enjoying the benefit of the 
greateſt ſacrifices without valuing, or ac- 
knowledging them. ; 

You have deprived me of 1 only 
friend, whoſe affection yielded. ſupport 
to my dejected heart: you have preju- 
diced him againſt me, have robbed me- 
of his eſteem and protection. You flatter 
fourſelf he will no longer liſten to my 
complaints, no longer be moved by my 
tears: you reſt ſecurely on the ſucceſs of 
four artifices, and fear nothing. Tou 

„ - W3 Woulch 
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would ſubject me to the ſevereſt terms; 
-would give Madam de Cezanes the crue] 
pleaſure of looking down upon me in the 
.moſt mortifying ſtate of grief and humi- 
Jiation. In this, however, your confi- 
dence deceives you. Irritated by her 
impudence and your aſſurance, miſtreſs 
of her reputation and your fortune, it is 
in my power to cover that woman with 
confuſion, and deprive you of all the 
emoluments you hope for, from a long 
courſe of deceit and diſſimulation. 

Too lincere to hide from you the ex- 
treme contempt your character inſpires 
me with, I ſhall be very plain with you. 
I never will live with you again, Sir. 
The daughter of the Count de Dammar- 
tin was not born to be your ſlave to be 
ſubjected to mean and baſ> compliances: 
. e en ja 
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enjoy freely all the advantages you may 
reap from the permiſſion given you by 
Madam de Cezanes to marry Adelaide + 


diſpoſe as you will of my fortune; the in- 


come of the eſtate at Mondelis, with the 
ſum allotted for my amuſements, will be 
ſufficient for my maintenance. The ut- 
moſt of my wilhes, is to paſs the re- 


mainder of my days on that eſtate : if 


you agree to this, I will forget the fatal 
ties that unite us; deſtitute of all curio- 
ſity or concern about your future beha⸗- 
viour, I ſhall be with an to vou, 40 
if I no longer exiſted. 

To add fome influence to this Gs 


I incloſe the copy of a letter to you from 


Madam de Cezanes. The original is not 
in your poſſeſſion, as you will be con- 
vinced of, on looking for it. Depoſited 
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by myſelf in very ſure hands, your re- 


fuſal or compliance will determine the 


uſe I ſhall make of it. If you heſitate to 
conſent to my deſire, if you agree not to 
my demand this very day, the Marquis 
de Cezanes ſhall receive from me to- 
morrow this proof of his wife's fidelity; 
and Marſhal de Tende ſhall know whe- 
ther he hath moſt reaſon to complain of 
me or you. T7 
As you have it in your power to avoid 


fo diſagreable an ecclairciſement, you 
will alſo be capable of inventing excuſes 
for my retirement to Mondelis. An 


eternal ſilence on my part about you and 
Madam de Cezanes, will permit you to 
charge this ſeparation on my peculiarity 
of temper. I give you my word, that I 
ſhall never contravert your falſeſt impu- 
* | tations» 
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tations, on condition that they do not at- 
tack my morals, I expect your anſwer, 
on which I ſhall regulate my conduct; 
being determined not to- go out of this 
houſe till J am ſatisfied of your inten- 
tions; and ready to confirm my orders in 
regard to Madam de Cezanes' letter, or 
to revoke them, if my requeſt be com- 
plied with. | 
To leave you no cauſe of objection, 
Sir, I ſhall inform you of the meaſures I 
have already taken. Having had a con- 
fultation on the preſent declining ſtate of 
my heath, the phyſicians adviſe me to 
try the effect of my native air. Madam 
de Flers will leave Treinel, in order to 
accompany me to Mondelis. In living 
under the eye of one of your neareſt re- 
lations, a reſpectable woman, dear to 
„„ Marſhal 


| 
| 
| 


296 3 LETTERS of the 


Marſhal de Tende, and diſtinguiſhed by 


all your family, I ſhall ſtill appear, Sir, 


to depend entirely on you: and my 
reſidence there will be looked upon only 

as the natural conſequence of the diſtaſte, 

l have ſo long taken againſt the world.” 


Having ſent away this letter, my 


mind was extremely agitated during a 


ſuſpence of three hours. I began to repent 


the raſh ſtep I had taken, and to be fil- 


led with fears and apprehenſions, when 
the following anſwer was brought me 
from M. de Sancerre. 


Count de Sancerre s Anſwer to the fore- 
| going Letter. 

Madam, 
Fou will always be miſtreſs of your 
ewn-aCtions, your goodneſs and virtues, 
; the 


/ 
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the attachment due to your merit and 
my undoubted reſpect for you, ſhould 
give you reaſon to expect every thing 
of me you can deſire. Unhappy that 1 
am diſagreable to you, and afflicted as I 
am at the ſtep, you are determined to 
take, I nevertheleſs cannot oppoſe your 


defires. I ſhould never have deprived 


myſelf of the happineſs: of ſeeing you, 


had not you poſitively aſſured me, you 


_ deſire to part from me. At all times, 


Madam, and on every occaſion, I ſhall 


approve whatever you think expedient ; 
whatever -can contribute to the -repoſe, 


or happineſs of your life: in the 
mean time you are at full liberty to 


purſue the deſign you are pleaſed to 
communicate.“ 


This 
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This conſent in form, which I ſo much 
deſired, mitigated my chagrin. I haſ- 
tened the preparatives of my journey, 
and look'd upon my departure as the end 
of all my ſufferings, as the end of a tender 
and unhappy paſſion. I flattered myſelf, 
that I ſhould loſe at Mondelis, the feel. 
ing of thoſe ſenſations which induced 
me to retire. But, alas] I experienced 
in my ſolitude that, tho? abſence may 
diminiſh the force of hatred, it often en- 
ereaſes that of love. 

M. de Sancerre ſetting out * this 
time for the army, his abſence admitted 
of my paſſing ſome months at Mondelis, 
without giving any ſuſpicion of the cauſc 


of it to Marſhal de Tende. He ſaw 


nothing that could give him reaſon to look 
upon this journey, as the commencement 


of 


Counteſs de S4 WO RE. 189 


of an eternal ſeparation between his 
nephew and me: on the contrary he 


hoped it might tend to the reſtoration of 


my health, and the recovery of my ſpi- 


rits. In taking my leave of this vene- 
rable relation, I abandoned myſelf to 
the moſt cutting grief; never, never 
ſhall I ſee him more, ſaid I weeping. I 
have received his laſt embrace. The 
idea, which Ileft with him of my charac- 
ter, and that, which he was afterwards 


confirmed in, afflicted me to the heart. 


Do not hate me, Sir, cried I; bathing 
his hands with tears, my dear father, 
do not hate me; for you, I ſhall 


ever love and reſpect! It was with the 


greateſt reluctance I could leave him; 
nor ſhall ever recollect without regret 


the pain it gave him. To ſpare M. de 


Sancerre 
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Sancerre the trouble of diſſembling re- 
gret, and diſplaying unneceſſary demon- 
{trations of ſorrow, I anticipated the hour 
fixed for my departure, and went away 
without ſeeing him. 

During my journey, 1 kept up the 
hopes of being happy on my arrival at 
Mondelis. My expectations, however, 
were cruelly diſappointed. That ſpot, 
ſo delightful in my infancy; preſented to 
my eyes only a. vaſt and barren deſart. 
It recalled to my mind the forrowful re- 
membrance of that affectionate mother, 
whoſe tenderneſs and ſolicitude rendered 
it formerly ſo pleaſing. _ Oh, my. dear 
Count, how. neceſſary to me, at this time, 
was her prudent. advice! In ſuch a 
diſtreſsful and embaraſſing ſituation, how 
conſolatory are the ſuggeſtions and coun- 
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{| of a ſenſible and experienced friend, 
intereſted in directing us ſafely, and in 
pointing out thoſe rocks and quickſands, 
which our paſſions conceal from us. 
What a misfortune 1s it to be abandoned 
too early in life, to one's. own guidance! 
to conſtant doubt and heſitation ! to the 
fear of going aſtray in the purſuit of one's 
own inclinations; ignorant, whether 
they ariſe from pride or a natural and 
reaſonable ſentiment? In venturing to 
conſult nobody; in liſtening only to 
my own reſentment, I took it into my 
head, to arm myſelf againſt M. de San- 
cerre, with that letter, which accident 
put into my hands. In keeping his in- 
trigue, and the meanneſs of his character 
a ſecret, I thought I fulfilled all the en- 
gagements I lay under to him: but, 
14 4 perhaps. 
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n. I owed him more? The tie 
which united us, perhaps required an 
entire renunciation of my own paſſiom 
and intereſts, a blind ſubmiſſion to his 
will: perhaps I was not entirely free 
from blame: but what obligation, my 


friend, is there in nature or equity, that 


requires our ſex to ſupport for ever ſo 
cruel a yoke? How, and why doth this 
fame chain ſo extend itſelf, as to lie fo 
looſely and lightly on the one ſex, when 
it binds fo cloſe, and bears ſo hard, on 
the other? 


But here, 1 put an end to my letter. 


What I have farther to ſay is but little 


Intereſting; I ſhall nevertheleſs write to 


You as uſual. Adieu. 


LET:- 


L 1 XVII. 


Is Received your two . which have 
diſſipated my inquietude. I am pleaſed 
to find I have not wounded your heart 


by a recital, which I was fo averſe to 


make you. But, my dear Count, what 


a ſtrange confeſſion is this of yours ? 


What reflections hath it given riſe to? 


And could you be acquainted with the 
falſehood of Madam de Cezanes, with 


the indecency of her behaviour, and yet 


reſpect her? Her death could affect 
you with grief, excite your tears, and 
you can ſpeak to me of her with tender- 


neſs, with ſorrow! Good God! if the 


tears of a man of probity are ſhed to the 


memory of a worthleis contemptible 


Fob Il. O woman, 
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woman, what is to be the tribute paid to 
virtue? What homage, what ſhall be ren- 
dered to modeſty and candour? If we 
except M. de Sancerre, whoſe intrigue 
commenced, during your reſidence at 
Malta, you ſay, you knew all the /g. 
deured lovers of Madam de Cezanes. You 
yourſelf, was doubtleſs one of the number, 
I wiſh, my friend, you had leſs regret- 
ted the death of that woman: you ought 
not to lament her: No, indeed you 
- ought not. But I will ſuppreſs the in- 
clination -I have to quarrel with you, 
on this head, and proceed, in what you 
call my Hiſtory. + 
I ſhall not trouble you with the cir- 
cumſtances of my ſolitary life, nor wit! 
the perſecutions I underwent for a long 
time. You know, that the Marſhal de 
Tende, 
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Tende, my Siſter, and all thoſe who 
were thought to have any influence over 
me, endeavoured in vain to prevail on 
me, to return to Paris. Conſtant in my 


refuſal, nothing could overcome my re- 
ſolution. In the mean time M. de San- 


cerre affected the moſt lively ſorrow; 
he complained every where of being the 
averſion of a woman he adored. His 


friends partook of his pretended chagrin, 
and the Marſhal determined to recom- 


penſe him for ſo unhappy an union, by 
the gift of his whole fortune. Six months 


after he had thus confirmed my huſband 


his heir, he died; fincerely regretted 


perhaps by her only whoſe diſobedience 


had excited his hate and reſentment, 
As the moſt extraordinary events en- 


gage but a ſhort time the attention of a 


O 2 world, 
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world, that is fond of novelties, I had 
not been a year at Mondelis, before ! 
was forgotten by the relations of M. de 
Sancerre, neglected by my own, and 
reduced ſolely to the ſriendſhip of Ma- 
. dam de Flers. In compaſſionating my 
- misfortunes, ſhe was tender of entering 
into the cauſe of them. If my conduct 
with regard to M. de Sancerre, did not 
appear to be conſiſtent with the ſenti- 
ments ſhe knew me poſſeſſed of, ſhe was 
ſtill as diſcreet and ſuſceptible, and did 
not preſs to be let into the ſecret. It 
was from her I learned the ſecret hiſtory 
of Madam de Cezanes's amours ; the 
Counteſs de Flers being poſſeſſed of a 
very circumſtantial account of her intri— 
gues. It ſeems one of the nephews of 


this lady, who had been encouraged and 
Jilted 
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jilted by the Marchioneſs, took the 
pains, for a conſiderable time, to watch 


her motions, to bribe her woman, to get 


into the confidence of her lovers, and to 
come at the knowledge of their places 
of rendevous. Being witty and vin- 
dictive, he had reduced his obſervations 
into the form of a memoir, with a deſign 


to have it handed about among his 


friends: But, Madam de Flers per- 
ſuaded him from ſuch an atrocious piece 
of vengeance, and got hold of the copy. 
Your name was found in it; but M. de 
Sancerre was not mentioned. 

The uniformity of my manner of life, 


the care of embelliſhing my retreat, the 
contempt which I had for the character 


of my huſband, my diſtance from every 
object, tending to revive a paſſion 1 
'Þ O 3 ought 


— _ — 
— > — 
22 — —— IIS RE 
=_ — 2 


4 TD; — —— 
—— — 1 \ 1 
— WS 


2 = . < 


K . 
— ——— 
y * 

— 


2 — 
— 
45 


e s ** 
—— * 2 
- — — 


2 tc 


— 


7 —jçꝙꝓꝙꝓ—1ð7ð·ę — — 
— — 


=_ — = 
\ 2 2 - 


— 


IK 2.” 


* 
* 

; 

9 


CY 


198 LzTTzns of the 


ought to bluſh for, together with the 
ſimple and various amuſements of the 
country; all had contributed, with time, 
greatly to calm the agitations of my 
heart, when Madam de Martigues came 
down to add the charms of her agreable 
gaiety, to thoſe happy dawnings of tran. 
quility ſo vainly ſought for in the world, 
Believe me, my friend, we taſte only 
the appearance of it at Paris; No, I am 


not ſo eaſy here as I was at Mondelis. 


Count de Martigues, retired from 
Court and the ſervice, was come to ſettle 
at Montfernai, an eſtate contiguous to 


mine. Having been ſcarcely two months 


married, he was in haſte to deprive the 
world of the young and charming com- 
panion he had eſpouſed. M. de Meri, 
uncle to Madam de Miranda, and guar- 

dian 
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dian to Mademoiſelle de Marſei, ima- 
gined that in ſecuring the fortune of his 
ward, he mult of courle provide for her 
happineſs. Under this miſtake, he had 

married her to a man, whoſe diſpoſition 
was the molt incompatible, of any in the. 
world, to the gaiety and vivacity of hers. 
M. de Martigues, tho' poſſeſſed of eſti- 
mable qualities, ſolid virtues and real 
merit, was agreable to nobody, The 
gravity of his looks, the auſterity of his 
principles, an exact but rigid ſenſe of 
juſtice, which treats clemency as a weak - 
neſs, a gloomy brow, an imperious tone 


of voice, a ſufficient acrimony in diſpute, 


all made againſt him, and induced peo- 
ple rather to ſhun him, than d examine 


him enough, to find out the goodneſs of 
his heart or the probity of his ſentiments. 


GT: You 
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| You may imagine how ill the ſpirit 
and fire of Madam de Martigues agreed 
with the gravity of her huſband, Pe- 
prived of all the amuſements ſhe was 
fond of, contradicted in almoſt every 
thing ſhe had a mind for, however in- 
ſignificant or trifling; adored indeed, 
but ſubjected to every conſtraint, ought 
we to be ſurpriſed at her back wardneſs to 
enter into new engagments ? In vain doth 
Count de Piennes endeavour to remove 
her apprehenſions of the danger; ſlavery 
and a huſband are ideas that with her al- 


ways go together: it is not her levity 


of temper we ought to accuſe; it is her 
actual experience that makes her fo dif- 
ficult to be prevailed on. 
Madam de Martigues, having been 
educated in the convent, where the Coun- 
8 tels 
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teſs de Flers had reſided ſince her being 
a widow, came to ſee her at Mondelis; 
She had entertained a notion, that I 
muſt be a very extraordinary perſon, and 
was ſurpriſed to find me only a peaceable 


melancholy woman, By degrees, we 


contracted a tender friendſhip for each 
other; M. de Martigues viſiting me 
often, and, when he made little ex- 
curſions round about the country, 
leaving the Counteſs with me at Mon- 
delis. At his death, which afflicted me, 
and happened about two years before 
that of M. de Sancerre, Madam de Mar- 
tigves, being rich and at liberty, ran 
away to Paris: and I never expected to 


ſee her again; bur, having a truer 
friend ſhip for me than I imagined, I 


1 


With 


her ſoon again at- Mondelis; bringing 
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with her Madam de Miranda, whom ſhe 
had taken from her convent, and wanted 
to conceal from the ſearch and authority 
of M. de Meri. A widow at eigtheen 
years of age, and limited to a moderate 


and uncertain dowry, deſtitute of all ſup- 


port, but from the affection of her uncle, 
Madam de Miranda had already a ten— 
derneſs for Termes; on which account 


ſhe reſuſed a wealthy match propoſed to 
her, and expoſed herſelf to be diſin- 


herited by this imprudent ſtep, to which 
Madam de Martigues had adviſed her. 


Ihe ſituation of this young and pretty | 


widow rendered her as intereſting, as 


the ſweetneſs of her natural temper and 
diſpoſition rendered her agreable. Being 
her uncle's ward, and brought up with 


her from her infancy, Madam de Mar- 


tigues 
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tigues was vaſtly fond of her; and 
thought myſelf happy that ſhe had made 
choice of Mondelis as an aſylum for 
her friend: from whom you know, ſince 
that time, I have never been ſeparated, 
Madam de Martigues was almoſt con- 
ſtantly going backwards and forwards 
between Mondelis and Paris; the plea- 
ſure of the town, for which ſhe had ſo 
great an avidity, being frequently ſacri- 
ficed to that of giving us proofs of her 
 fincere friendſhip : but Madam de Mi- 
randa never quitted Mondelis without 
me. ip eat 

What have I to ſay more, my dear 
Count? After the death of M. de San- 
cerre, you came to Mondelis; my af- 
fairs called me to Paris: I appeared 
again in the world, and was received 
Vith 
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with apparent pleaſure. As I was then 
but two and twenty years of age, Ma- 
dam de Flers conſented to ſpend three 
years with me. Six months ago ſhe de- 
ſired to retire to her convent, to give 
herſelf up entirely to pious exerciſes. 
You know with what regret I parted 
from her;. tho? I ſee her often. O my 
friend, the tranguillity of her manner of 
life, her peace of mind, ſometimes excite 
my envy. There are moments in which 
I am almoſt ready to quit every thing in 
the world, and ſhut myſelf up with her. 
Are we not happy when we are eaſy ? 
You will aſk me, perhaps, if I am not 
eaſy? No, indeed, I am not. I know 
not what kind of uneaſineſs; a ſtrange 
inquietude— Adieu, Adieu. Burn, what 
you have here occaſioned me to write. 


L. 
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LT TT $r 
Paris. 


You have received the letter of the 
amiable Counteſs de Termes, and that of 
her happy huſband : Madam de Marti- 
gues tells you of all the magnificent en- 
tertainments of le Fere: I ſhall there- 
fore, ſay nothing to you of what paſſed 
at a feſtival ſo long and ardently wiſhed 
for. It will doubtleſs be the ſubject of 
converſation at your return; the charac- 
ters of the new-married couple convince 
they will long take a pleaſure in recol- 
lecting it. 

We arrived here at Madam de Com- 
minges' ; where the Marquis de Monta- 


lais was waiting for us. 
M. de 
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M. de Comminges, however, coming 
to us firſt, took a fancy to conceal him 
a while, and to aſk our permiſſion to in- 
troduce to us a country relation of his, a 
good kind of man, he ſaid, but a little 
weak, and ſometimes troubleſome. We 
looked at him, and bowed aſſent with a 
bad grace enough: Madam de Mar- 
tigues in particular was juſt beginning to 
ſcold him, when ſhe perceived it was the 
Marquis, and altered her tone to excla- 
mations of joy. We ſupped together 
chearfully, and ſhould have parted at 
midnight; but the clock ſtruck three be- 
fore we began to conſider if it was not 
growing fomething late. 

The ending of your laſt letter will bear 
a very ſingular interpretation. I imagine | 
it was written without attention or de- 

| 9 „ fien; 
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ſign; and yet the oftner I] read it over 
— What expreſſions are theſe that have 
dropped from your pen! You cannot 
have perceived the force of them; it 
would be ridiculous to ſuppoſe you had 
any ſuch ideas. I don't know, but you 
alarm me about the ſituation of my heart; 
if 1 were leſs certain.—Troubled! agita- 
ted] Is it poſſible? I appear zrenubled ? 
I! doubtleſs I have my tranſient diſ— 
guſts, my temporary uneaſinefſes as well 
as other people; but do theſe de- 
ſerve my ſericus reflections? I will make 
no more reflections, my friend; the more 
I think, the more melancholy I am. 
Really your letter diſturbs me. My 
ſtile, you ſay, is more grave, my temper 
is altered] The fufuation of my mind 
leads you to doubt the peace of my heart : 
=. I have 


208 Lrrrzas of the 


1 have forbid you, Poſitively forbid: you, 
to aſk me about the objef? of my fincere 
eſteem! What am I to underſtand by all 
this? When did I expreſs this ſo poſ tive 
| prohibition ? I don't remember a word 
of it.. 
A line or two after, you aſk me what 
I think of the Marquis de Montalais. 
Either you are mighty abſent, or don't 
read my letters. I have ſaid every thing 
it is poſlible for me to ſay about the 
Marquis: my ſentiments with reſpect to 
him cannot vary, But I will not give 
credit to this malicious turn of yours; 
I hate all fineſſe, and ſhould reproach my- 
ſelf for ſuſpecting it in a friend. 
Madam de Termes is ed to death 
with viſits. She ſends for me every mi- 
nute to her apartment; I mult go and 


help 
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help her to receive and diſmiſs a crowd. 
of impertinents. - Adieu, Iam a little 
angry with you; but I don't eſteem. you 
2.jot the leſs. a x: 
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| Yss, people are in the right to think 
ſo, and ſay ſo; Madam de Martigues is 
an inconſiderate, imprudent creature: 
ſhe has the ſtrangeſt ideas, the moſt ex- 
travagant projects! I am really angry 
with her, as well as with ſome body elſe, 
and, perhaps too, with myſelf ! I went 
yeſterday to her houſe, where I found her 
alone. After a moment's converſation, 
ſhe put a billet into my hand, which ſhe 
had juſt received from M. de Monta- 
lais. There, ſays ſhe, read that, and tell 
me if you think any thing can be better 
_ expreſſed. I took it, run it over, ap- 
proved it, and laid it again on the chim- 
ney- piece. Madam de Martigues look- 
ed 


Counteſs de SAncERrRE. 211 


ed at me attentively. Dou muſt own it 15 
cell written, Very well. An eaſy file! 
Yes. Something tender and intereſting ! 
Here I interrupted her, and turned the 
diſcourſe on another ſubject. So very 
indifferent, Madam! I began to ſhew a 
little ſurprize. Why, Madam? To what 
does this diſcourſe tend? And you will 
not ſee any thing in this billet! What ſhould 
I fee in it? That the Marquis is paſſion- 

ately in love, and deſerves at leaſt to be 
pitied. In love! he! in love! with 
whom? pray! Gueſs. With you un- 
doubtedly. Gueſs again. With Madam 
de Termes ? Not he. With Madam de 
Themines ? No. Then it muſt be Ma- 
dam de Thianges. Ob! No. With Ma- 
dam de Comminges then. Oh ! my God, 
No. e 
— Mearied 
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Wearied out with miſtaking, I would 
gueſs no more, but called her lapdog to. 
me, and began to play with him: on 
which ſhe began to be vexed and to ſcold 
me. So agreable à man to make no im. 
preſton on ine, not even to excite my curio- 
fity ! Really this was carrying inſenſibility 
to.a blameable degree of exceſs." But, pray, 
ſaid I to her, very mildly, for I ſaw ſhe 
began to grow warm, is it ſo very im- 
portant to your friend, that I ſhould be 
informed of the emotions of his heart? 
Why ſhould I want to know the object 
of his affections? If this be the ſecret 
that has been ſo long concealed.— Ard 
you have not diſcovered this ſecret ? No. 
Ob! bow you fib | Do you think ſo? How 
is it poſſible you ſhould not have read in his 

| heart, 
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beert, that it is you be is in lone 4 with ? 
Me! Don. 

I was ſtruck dumb and confounded at 
this abrupt and indiſcreet declaration. I 
felt the blood glow in my cheeks; my 
eyes involuntarily looked downwards, 
my heart fluttered, and I was in a violent 
agitation from ſurprize as well as anger. 
Yes, anger. I was enraged againſt Ma- 
dam de Martigues. Why ſhould ſhe 
betray the confidence put in her by her 
friend ? Why embarraſs me nh ſo impru- 
dent a declaration ? 

My ſilence offended her; on which ſhe 
ſpoke, anſwered herſelf, rated me, and 
at length aſſumed that agreable pretty 
childiſh manner that ſo well becomes her. 
Taking both my hands into one of hers, 
and with the other lifting up my head. 

T 2 Come 
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Come, my friend, ſaid ſhe, let us talk to- 
gether without pouting and being angry. 
The Marquis de Montalais is a charming 
ure of a man, is not he? I don't ſay to 
the contrary. Has not he @ great deal of 
wit ? A good deal. Talents? Yes. No- 
ble and elevated ſentiments 2 I confeſs 
it. A prudence. in his conduit? So they 
ſay. Au uncommon degree of fincerity ? | 
believe it. Js he not beld in univerſal 
efteem ? Undoubtedly. Has he not yours? 
I own he has. Well, Madam, and why 
' then ſeculd his having a regard for you 
give offence ?. Why do you refuſe to indutge 
the agreable idea of one day. ſharing that re- 
gard ? Of making à man. happy, who is 
ſo deſerving of your heart and hand? Does 
the merit of any of the parties, you are ſo- 
licited to accept, come up to that of this ? 

| | | Sharing 
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Sharing his regard! ſaid I. Do you 
forget that he is — Married, you was going 
to ſay. A mighty pretty obſtacle, his wife 
truly! How ! In the firſt Place it was a. 
forced marriage. Is that a reaſon, —Them. 
ſhe is a cripple ! What of that? Il. natur- 
ed, pedantic, filly.-But—Ugly, fractious, 
peeviſh.—But ſhe is—a troubleſome, ſtu- 
pid, termagant idiot, that I have quarrel--. 
led with, — But ſhe is his wife. Ob, as to. 
that. — What do you mean by, as to that? 
Why, that is but for a little while: that. 
will be at an end. | | 
What a thought! A 5 l 5 
replied ſhe gravely, I don't ſpeak at ran- 
dom: that woman has the madneſs to- 
think of having. children; ſhe has a paſ- 
ſion for it; but ſhe will die of her third; 
ſhe has been told of it. The poor Mar- 
" +. ͤͥͤꝗ „» 
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quis begged of her to preſerve her life; 
but ſhe rejected his entreaties, and de- 
ſpiſedd the threatened danger: in fix 
months time we ſhall be rid of her. She 
is as thin as a lath, has got a vile cough, 
andꝭ can hardly ſtand upright. I know, 
I. am ſure, ſhe will die. My doctor, 
who is alſo hers, aſſures me of it: I will 
take upon me to anſwer for nal the will 
never recover. ION 

- What kevity! what abſurdity! i can any 
thing be more blind and inconfiderate ! 
She inſiſted on my giving her my word; 
nothing leſs than a poſitive promiſe; 
a * Madam de Thianges had not 
come into the room, we ſhould cer- 
tainly have quarrelled. What, upon the 
aſſurance of her phyſician, ſhall I go to 


accuſtom my heat to employ itſelf on a 
VC future 


future proſpect of what may never come 
to paſs? Shall I go to promiſe? To en- 
gage myſelf ? Shall the misfortune of a 
woman, I have no reaſon to complain of, 
be the foundation on which I am to build 
my happineſs ? ? I ſhould think myſelf 
cruel and unjuſt ; I ſhould deſpiſe myſelf 
if I were capable of thus indulging hopes 
which I ought not to conceive or en- 
courage. Adieu, my friend, I have re- 
peated this long and ridiculous converſa- 
tion, at the riſk of tiring you : but, in 
truth, my mind was ſo full of it, that it 
was impoſſible for me to purſue any other 
Rs | 
One o'clock in the morning. 
M. de Montalais ſupped here; Job? 
ſerved him with a good deal of attention. 


1 know not how Madam de Martigues 
knows 


8 * that he is in love, pa Tenatol in 
love! I did not perceive in his eyes any 
thing of that languor that is characteriſtic 
of real tenderneſs. I obſerved vivacity, 

fre, joy; but do theſe reſemble paſſion? 
Love, my friend, is ſad and melancholy; 
it cloſes the heart againſt all thoſe plea- 
ſures | it does not beſtow. | 
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H OW!I two couriers arrived without 
one letter from you! Are you ſick, are 
you angry, are you determined alſo to 
give me uneaſineſs? Good God! how 
tedious and afflicting is your abſence! 
| You know not how earneſtly I wiſh for 
you ; how much I want to repoſe the 
ſecrets of my heart in yours. I form a 
hundred projects, a thouſand fantaſtical 
ſchemes; ſometimes J am tempted to 
leave Paris; the world only tires and eon- 
founds without amuſing me. I want to 
go to Mondelis, yes, I want to go ſadly; 
and what hinders me? Such a journey 
would ſeem a little extraordinary in this 
. - an 
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ſevere ſeaſon of the year: but no matter, 
1 believe I ſhall go. 
In fact, my dear Count, 1 feel an ear- 
neſt deſire to reviſit that peaceful habita- 
tion, to ramble about the groves, whoſe 
ſolitude is neceſſary to calm the pertur- 
bation of my mind. For ſome time ſince, 
every thing has diſpleaſed me; I have no 
longer any taſte for the pleaſures of a ſo- 
eiety in which I fo highly delighted. My 
ſiſter begins to plague me again with her 
troubleſome commendations of the Mar- 
quis de Limeuil; whom ſhe protects and 
encourages to perſecute me. I hear talk 
of nothing but alliances, titles, ſettle- 
ments. Madam de Comminges ſupports 
the pretenſions of the Count de Roye: 
M arſhal de Termes pays court to me in fa- 
vour of the Chevalier: a woman's having 
; 0 a large 
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a large fortune gives riſe to a number of 
projects againſt her liberty. Madam de 
Martigues alſo is for having me married 
too: though her views, it muſt be own- 

ed, are ſomewhat diſtant. 

She ought to be ſilent, and never open 
her lips to me again on ſo idle a ſubject. 
1 cannot indeed put much confidence in 
what ſhe ſaid: ſhe might poſſibly miſ- 
take the warmth of friendſhip for a paſ- 
ſion, a mere preference in eſteem for 
love. I can believe no other. No, I 
will believe no other. But, if it were ſo, 
why mention it to me? Imprudent crea- 
ture] Do you know that from that mo- 
ment, the preſence of the Marquis em- 
barraſſes and lays me under a conſtraint. 
I am afraid to hear what he ſays to me, 
or to anſwer him. Madam de Mar- 
tigues 
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'tigues has deſtroyed all the pleaſure uſed 


to take in ſeeing him. Adieu, but write 
to me. Can you neglect the moſt affecti- 
onate of * friends, ad at ſuch a time 
as this ** 


LE T- 


* 
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Your friend hath diſſipated my in- 
quietude. I was delighted to hear that 
an unforeſeen journey only had in- 
terrupted our correſpondence. I re- 
ceived him as a man whom you eſteem, 
and ſhall carry him to night to ſup with 

Madam de Martiguess 
1I¶˖ muſt aſk your advice, my dear Count, 
and I aſk it with an intent to follow it. 
Give it me, therefore, in the ſincerity of 
your heart. I have a ſcruple, which 
ariſes perhaps from too much delicacy, 
or perhaps may be juſt and reaſonable. 
Examine . the propoſition and determine 
the conduct I ought to purſue. 
| | Doth 


A 
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Doth it become me to receive at my 
houſe, and to ſee conſtantly at the houſes 
of others, a man ſuſpected of having a 
paſſion for me, which our circumſtances 
make highly improper ? Can the Mar- 

quis de Montalais have in confidence diſ- 
dloſed his own ſecret? Or is it only 
gueſſed at? I Madam de Martigues has 
been ſo penetrating as to diſcover it, will 
not others be as clear- ſighted as ſhe ? 
Love me! with what hope or view can 
he attach himſelf to me? Shall I have 
nothing. to reproach. myſelf with, if [ 
continue therefore to keep up an intimacy 
with him. Oh, my good God! what 
happened to me Felteroaes * to the 
contrary. 

1 was at the nth of Madam de Com- 


minges, when the ſervant brought in the 
| name. 
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dame of the Marchioneſs de Montalais. 
At hearing her mentioned, I felt a ſecret 
emotion, which the ſight of her aug- 
mented. TI recalled to my mind the con- 
verſation of Madam de Martigues, and 
was much confuſed , it appeared to me 
that I ſomehow did wrong with regard 
to that woman, neglected perhaps, and 
perhaps neglected on my account. When 
| the ſpoke, I could not help being in- 
tereſted for her, and feeling a tender 
compaſſion for her ſituation; I found 
myſelf even inclined to nn to ſerve 
and reſpect her. | 
She has nothing 1 in her dh abſo- 
lutely ſhocking; her preſent condition 
even deprives her of one advantage; that 
is a good ſhape, and perhaps a grace- 
ful one. She has a noble; tho? a frigid 
„„ air; 
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air; then ſhe is not poſitively ugly; one 
may be ſoon reconciled to her phyſiog- 
nomy : ſhe has white teeth, and when 
ſhe ſmiles ſhe does not look ſo very diſ- 
agreable. She told Madam de Com- 

minges, that ſhe found herſelf very much 
indifpoſed, that ſhe ſaw little company, 
and ſhould not go -out during the re- 
mainder of :the winter. She looked at 
me pretty attentively, and paid me a 

genteel compliment; but I was fo ab- 


ſent that I hardly know if I returned it. 


With what levity doth Madam de 
Martigues ſpeak of this ſick and unfor- 
tunate woman, yes, I ſay, unfortunate. 
She is exceſſively fond of her huſband; 
her fondneſs perhaps is troubleſome to 
him? Poor woman, ſhe is indeed unfortu- 

nate! The Marquis de Montalais treats her, 


= i 
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it is true, with great reſpect; but what 
| is reſpect to a heart ſuſceptible of love? 
Oh,. my friend, there are very few wo- 
men. whoſe ſituation is to be envied. 
Adieu, anſwer directly and explicitly to 
the former part of my letter; give me 
your opinion. | 

I have a great mind to go to Monde- 
lis. But how ſhall I leave all my friends? 
Ought we to ſtudy only our own intereſt: 
and convenience? Have others no right 
to require any thing of us? 


Q 4 
. ; 
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LETTER XXII. 


M A KE you a oo): ſay 8 I 
have made you a confident! II Is it poſ- 
ſible? When? And in what? You have 
long expected it, and deſire to know all, 
you will then ſpeak to me without re- 
ſerve, but dare not as yet venture to give 
advice dictated by the moſt tender friend- 
ſhip; the knowledge of my happy diſpo- 
fition hardly encourages you to ſpeak: on 
ſo delicate a ſubject, for fear of ſhewing 


2 zeal, which may appear to me officious 
and zndiſcreet, Good God! how you 
frighten me. This, take care, Madam, 
| take care! terrifies me to death. My 
| heart flutters, and I look round me to ſee 
where this precipice lies, of which I ſtand 
| on 
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on the brink, and am juſt ready to fall. 
How could any one frighten his beſt 
friend in this manner, and then be ſilent, 
and finiſh ſuch a broken, ſingular, 
_ ſtrange letter, by enigmatical reflections 
and a needleſs apology for the motive that 
engages you, that iniuces you.—What does 
it engage you to do? Is it reaſonable to 
end ſo abruptly ? I cannot forgive you 
this ill- timed reſpeF, theſe frivolous ap- 
prebenſions: for the firſt time, you have 
made me experience that it is poſlible for 
you to diſoblige me. 


Exp of the FIST VorLvuMe. - 


» 
- = " 
p 1 * 
? * . * 
WE 6. ras 
— ” * 2 oy 
4 91 ; 
LM 2 
— , 
OQ 9 by * 
* 
„ 
. - 1 T 
% 
" * * 
1 2 
* 
— * 5 
5 t *% 4 _ 
- wo 5 
” - 
< a+ # 
„ F * £ 
of" 4 : 
* . 
N - 
* 
1 
\ ' « 


- r 


. 


BO OKS Printed for T. BRckzr and 
Coco. in the Stranch 


1. Tue Eoglih Merchant, abe, * 
Is. 6d, 
2. 1's Jealous Wife, a Comedy. ; Price 1s. 6d, 

. The Deuce is in Him, a:Farce. Price 1s. 
4 Polly Honeycomb, a Farce. Price 15. 
'5. The Muſical Lady, a Farce. Price 18. 
6. The Comedies of Terence, tranſlated into 

Familiar Blank Verſe, 4to. Price 1]. 1s. 

.“ The above by Mr. Colman. 

. The Clandeſline Marriage, a Comedy, 1s. 6d. 
| by Mr. Garrick and Mr. Colman. 

-8. Mr. Thornton's Tranſlation. of Plautus, 2 vols, 
8vo. Price 125. 

The Connoiſſeur, 4 vols. .12mo. Price 128. 
10. The Adventurer, 4 vols. 12mo. Price 128. 
11. The Rambler, 4 vols. 12mo. Price 12. 

12. The Jewiſh Spy, 5 vols. 12mo. Price 155. 

13. Cymon, a Dramatic Romance. Price 15. 6d. 

14. The. Country Girl, a Comedy. Price 18. 

15. The Cunning Man, a Muſical Entertainment. 
Price 48. 

16. Neck or Nothing, a Farce. Price 1s. 

47. Sailors. Letters, 2 vols. Price 5. 

18. Holwell's Account of Bengal and Indoſtan, 
Two Parts. Price 78. 

19. — Letter to Scrafton. Price 1. 

— India Tracts, 4to. 6s. boards. 

21. Dr. Smollett's Travels, 2 vols. Price 10s. 

22. Boyer's Telemachus, 2 vols. Price. 68. 

22. Selmon's Geographical Grammar. Price 6s. 

” 24 Dr. 


Þ Books prin ted for T. Bekr 7, Kc. 


24- Dr. Mayhew's Sermons to Young Men, 2 vols, 
Price 66 | 

45. The Gendous Briton, or authentic Memoirs 

of William Goldſmith, 2 vols. Price 6s.. 

26. Seed's Sermons, 2 vols. Price 10. 

27. Hederici Lexicon Grzcum, 4to. Price 18s. 

28. The Life and Opinion of Triſtram Shandy, 

„ el. g. Price 25... 

29. The Preſent State of Great-Britain and North- 
America, with regard to Agriculture, Po- 
pulation, Trade and Manufactures, impar- 
_ tially conſidered, 8vo. Price 55. 


30. Letters of the Counteſs de Sancerre to the Count i 


de Nance, 2 vols, by Madam Riccoboni. 

58. ſewed. 5 

31. Hiſtory of Miſs Jenny Saliſbury, 2 dots; by 
the ſame. Price 6s. 

32. The Continuation of the Life Marianne, ard 

other Pieces, by the fame, Price 28. 6d. 


ſewed. 
33 Harwood's Thoughts on Time and Eternity. 
Price 18. _ 
34 —— Chearful Thoughts on the Happi- 


_ neſs of a Religious Life; to which is added, 
Reflections on the Unacceptableneſs of a 
_ © © Death Bed Repentance. 3d. Edit. Frice 38. 


— 


— 


ö 


— 
= 
” 
— 
. 
„ 
* 
. 


